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Gamaders Maid
Derek Gullino

G

adamer's maid was large. She
kneaded bread with her large hands, rolling it, pulling it into braids,
plumping it into flour-crusted loaves. She would carry Gadamer's
grandchildren from the entry to the playroom, resting their heads
on the taut lumps of her biceps. Her hair was like an animal's.
In it one could smell the rose hips that she took with her to the
bath, and what a sturdy bath it must have been to have supported
such a woman, virtually iron with thick-ankled legs.
The house was hers.
Gadamer, in his study, was just a small man among books.
This maid had a rusted bicycle that she steered to town on
Thursdays. Gadamer had found it rusting at a garage sale and had
walked it home to her, for the maid was made to carry the groceries
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for such a great distance. Once she had the bicycle, she balanced
herself on the seat and leaned into the air like a pilot. The metzger's
meat was fresh and it would be wrapped in swatches of broadcloth.
She piled everything-bags of fruit, canned goods, startched linen,
kitty litter, everything-onto the seat and pushed the bicycle back
through the streets of Heidelberg, back to Gadamer and the tick
ticks of his typewriter.
There were pomegranates then too, that later, in Brussels, would
be hard to come by. Gadamer had become quite fond of the fruit
during an early lecture tour in the Singhalese schools of Burma.
He pried off the seeds in bunches of three or four and picked at
them with his fingers. He would examine the fruit on the high
terrace of his house, then wave the cracked pomegranate at the
maid, and she would join him. Every afternoon it was the same,
the maid standing, waiting for Gadamer's invitation.
Socrates was a German.
Gadamer's maid used dialectics to twist her bread.
She sang lieder.
She knew Schumann's granddaughter, poor cuckold.
Years passed without interruption. Christmases with canned
hams and apples, and a month of Good Fridays slipped
away.
The trouble began when an impetuous student called from the
States. Al Lingis had referred him. Levinas had given away the
telephone number. At Penn State they sit in bars and talk Gadamer,
Gadamer.
"Is Gadamer home?'' the student asked.
He was making the international connection from a telephone
outside the bar.
The maid grabbed a towel on the way to the bathroom and
wrapped Gadamer in a terrycloth robe. But the caller had been
disconnected.
"It was from the United States;' she said.
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Gadamer nodded, his face all wet and red. There was nothing
he could say. Telephone calls from the United States were rare and
the connections often poor.
This same student finally came to the door. He said, "I've come
to interview Gadamer:'
How could Gadamer have known? How could Gadamer have
been ready?
"It's just an interview;' the student said. "I have a recorder and
some tape." He had been running, it appeared. His eyes were tight
and his hair hung like sweaty dreadlocks on the long stretch of
his neck.
Gadamer and the student sat on the terrace.
German afternoons are lovely.
The furniture was Etruscan.
"You are an awful man;' Gadamer finally said when the day was
done and the crows had come to pick at the pomegranates. "These
questions have been discussed for too long. Where is your heart?
Everything you say, even the truth, will come out like a lie;'
"I've travelled so far, Gadamer;' the student said.
Gadamer's knees were shot and even the bulky cane he carried
with him could not support him anymore. When he walked, his
body twisted away from the direction he was headed in. Indeed,
he needed his maid to hold him and to guide him. He stood at
the side of the table, supporting himself, and talked into the
student's face. "I am still a man, and you are not so strong;' Gadamer
said, whipping his cane across the student's head and pushing him
off the terrace into the pond of goldfish.
That was Gadamer's last afternoon in Heidelberg.
By the time the student came to, Gadamer's maid had packed
their bags and they were on the train to Brussels.
They buy a villa.
Gadamer has begun to annotate. The maid can hear it going on,
like a small fire in the house, wherever she chooses to stand.
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"When shall we visit America?" the maid asks.
"Never;' Gadamer says.
Gadamer's maid laughs, holding the sides of her apron like a
sheet.
Lengths of damask are sold in town, wrapped tightly around
themselves-flower prints, burgundy pistils, bulbed orange stamens,
forest green, pine green, royal blue-and piled like commodities
on the tables. Gadamer's maid pulls the material through her
machine, pumping the foot pedal and bunching and pulling until
there is a dress. She wants to find a husband among these men
of Brussels, a man with thick arms and tattoos all over them.
In January, Hannah Arendt comes to stay, the old Jew descending
like Mary Poppins. Her suitcases are wooden and she wants a
bedroom of her own. She arrives sometime past midnight, dragging
her cases along with her through the dark, for the cabby has run
back off through the streets of Brussels, leaving the visitor to greet
the colossal maid alone.
"Hannah!" the maid says and holds out her hands.
"It has been some time, no?" Hannah Arendt says.
"You should have written;' the maid says.
"How is Gadamer?" Hannah Arendt says.
"He is an old man;' the maid says. "He wants to spend his time
annotating, but he really doesn't have the strength:'
"This is why I have come;' says Hannah Arendt.
The light from the porch makes Arendt's hair look lighter than
the pictures you have seen of her on the flyleafs of her books, almost
white, and the skin on her hands is as thin as onion flesh.
0, that Hannah Arendt!
There is nothing but clothes in her cases, not even a pencil in
her purse. Her handbag is filled with tubes of lipstick and those
peppermints she has learned to suck on after eating and during
conversation. She ties candy wrappers into bows and leaves them
hidden in the crannies of your couch or under your Holbein, Lotto,
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or Salor Turkmen Oriental rug. Arendt's recklessness, her disregard
for the tidy and kempt, keeps her one step ahead of Gadamer's
maid. She is the cosmetic queen. If she had not aged so indelicately,
Lancome would have pasted her face in every Nordstroms in
America. But she has given it all up-books, ontology, typesetting,
ink.
Yes, she fills up the house with her fancy odors. But Gadamer
sees and smells nothing. Gadamer is going blind and the tight vent
of his trachea is closing in like a tin heat duct at the close
of winter.
"Did you happen to bring any fruit?" Gadamer asks.
He has the hard red pomegranates in mind, but he also misses
cherries and the fleshy apricots.
"Fruit? No. Customs and all that," Hannah says.
She is busy folding away his pages of typescript, slipping them
into her purse while Gadamer looks off the terrace.
"Then a peppermint maybe;' Gadamer says. His lips are thick
and wild.
Hannah is cool. "Nope:'
You must know that Gadamer's maid is made jealous by
all this for it is clear to the maid that Hannah keeps her
hair well frosted, spends dollars on her Greenwich Village
coiffures, whereas the maid's hair is straight and German.
The maid has left everything in Heidelberg, her red bicycle
and house!
"Oh it is all a story;' Hannah says. "Heidegger never loved
me in the curtain folds of the lecture hall." She lifts her
purse with the stolen chapters toward her, tightening the
clasp.
Gadamer is looking out over the trees. He can see monkeys
hanging in the branches and troops bivouacking in the
distance.
He will never walk again.
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The next morning, before Gadamer has finished his bath, the
maid departs for New York.
"Tell Gado I'll miss him;' the maid says to Hannah Arendt.
New York is well lit, and the maid is introduced to many men.
She is driven from street to street. She dances. She takes up
smoking.
She is forty-three and no dummy.
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PimaPotae
Cherry Douch

I

am looking at my thumb. I've
nailed a tack through it. I go inside. Billy is snoring, one leg over
the side. There's saliva on his pillow. I think, "I hope I sleep with
my mouth closed."
"Give us a kiss;• he says, eyes still closed.
"Brush your teeth;' I say.
"Where's the romance in you;' he says. I look at the drool on
his pillow.
"You were sleeping with your mouth open;' I say.
"So, I'll kiss you with my mouth open;' he says. He jumps out
of bed and comes toward me. I hold my thumb in front of my
face. His nakedness is distracting, even with a tack in my
thumb.
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"Been abusing yourself again. I told you I'd tack the strips;'
he says. He holds my thumb,jerks out the tack and puts my thumb
in his mouth. It starts to throb.
Later I sit with my thumb in an egg-cup of hydrogen peroxide,
listening to Billy talk about a name change.
"What do you think of Henderson?" he says.
"Stick with Pima;' I say.
"How about Clark or Braithwaite?" he says.
"I want to keep Billy Pima, the fellow I married," I say.
"Maybe Simpson?" he says.
Old Pima was a crazy old Maori who carried a billy can wherever
he went. No one knew Pima's last name, but they called him Pima
Potae because of his hat. It was old felt and he had made it
three-cornered with clothes pins. He looked almost sane without
it. Rua let him sleep in the shed by the chicken coop. Pima collected
river stones and made himself a fireplace at one end. In the wintertime the chickens liked to sit 'against Pima's warm wall. He brought
baby Billy to the orphanage. No one knows where he got the baby.
Pipi has Billy treed again. It happens every time Billy takes the
washing off the line. Billy touches a piece of my clothing and Pipi
goes for him. So there sits Billy, halfway up the cherry tree, with
Pipi growling around it.
"He won't hurt you," I say.
"He will so," he says. "He hates me."
'Just protective;' I say.
"Huh. He's jealous. Tell him I'm your husband," he says.
"Dogs don't know husbands;' I say. He throws me my shorts. "Take
them so he'll let me out of the tree."
At tribal gatherings Pima would hear my grandfather recite the
whakapapa back past the canoes to Hawaiki, to Rangi and Papa.
Grandfather would drone on forever, eyes closed, his voice
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rubbing the walls of the wharenui. Karakia made Pima cry.
Later, the whaikorero voices smoothed the night. Pima would sit
in his usual corner by Minny's tukutuku, touching her flaxwork
panel, nodding.
My thumb doesn't swell much, but I play it up so Billy does
the dishes and the cooking for a week. Saturday is lazy woman
heaven. I wake and smell Billy's irises outside the window. I
hear the slap of his bare feet on the wood floor. He puts the
tray in my lap. Pikelets, whipped cream and strawberry jam,
a pot of tea and two cups. Billy climbs into bed and helps
me eat.
Later I am watching him tack the strips.
"You'll get sunburned;' I say.
"It won't matter much;' he says.
" It will;' I say.
"If I hammer a finger, will you feel sorry for me?" he says.
"No; ' I say.
"Will you call me Billy Henderson?"
"No," I say.
"If you don't say 'I love you Billy Henderson; I'll run naked
down the road, all the way to Doreen Tuanau's;' he says.
"I love you Billy Henderson," I say. I can see he's disappointed.
I love him all to hell.
Old Pima was the only one who could manage Goliath, Rua's
black bull. He was big and mean, and the most fertile bull
around. As mean as he was, no cow wanted to go near him
twice. The other bull, a quiet soul named Lou, got all the leftovers.
Goliath and Lou liked parsnips, and Pima was the only one crazy
enough to go close enough to feed them. He went down every day.
Golaith was quiet as a lamb around the old man. They say
he talked to Goliath about Minny. Minny was Pima's dead wife.
She died when she was young.
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Mama remembers when Minny died and Pima went mad.
Minny had tuberculosis, a killer disease for Maoris, like measles
and the flu. Mama says Minny was pretty, a direct descendant of
Tama Te Kapua. Pima didn't speak for years after she died.
They had no children.
When I was six, Pima waited every day by Rua's gate and gave
me barley sugar, then walked me to the bus, my hand lost in
his big fist.
"Haere," he'd say as he put me on the bus. I would wave
to him and suck my barley sugar.
He died that year. I made a wreath of violets and my purple
hair ribbon for him. My grandfather chanted for him, reciting
his whakapapa.
I tell Billy this because he never knew the old man and I did.
He whittled the lovely somethings on my dresser. He rubbed
them with shoe polish. Billy sneaks in to touch them sometimes when he thinks I don't see.
I make breakfast, so it isn't very good, not even the tea.
"Oh, well, I wasn't hungry anyway;' says Billy. I throw my
toast at him.
"For that you're Vilma Henderson;' he says.
"I'm Vilma Pima;• I say.
"You slay me;' he says, and heads for the door.
"I'm getting a peach," I say.
"No;' he says. "No:• Billy is terrified of peach skin. I grab
a peach and take after him. He streaks out the front door.
"I'll catch you;' I say. "Rub it on your skin. All over:' Billy
screams. Doreen Tuanau looks out her window. I wave the peach
at her as I see Billy turn for home.
When I get in the house I can't find him. I look in the bathroom,
then the spare room. He's in the closet holding the door shut.
"Come out;' I say.
"Go away;' he says.
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"I love you;• I say.
"Get rid of the peach," he says. "And wash your hands." When I
come back he comes out, looks at me and says, "I live with a sadist."
"Want to see the hair on my chest?" I say.
"You're a sick woman;• he says. I like the way he says woman.
One night Rua got drunk. He came home singing "Tip-toe
Through the Tulips;• his false teeth in his pocket, and one
shoe missing. He saw Goliath in the holding pen, and mistook him
for a cow. His daughter Christine and old Pima had already done
the milking. Pima milked eight. He was good.
Rua picked up a big stick and chased Goliath with English and
Maori curses toward the cow-shed. The only thing Rua liked about
the English was their collection of vulgar words, and their pubs.
Pima heard the noise and came from the north side. Christine came
from the house on the east side,just as Goliath objected violently
to being "milked" and broke out of the bail. Rua headed west with
Goliath's sharp black horns an inch or two from his shoulder
blades. He sailed over the fence into the pigsty as Goliath crashed it. "Tiko," said Rua and sat till Pima calmed the bull. Christine
hosed her father semi-clean. She laughed, but Pima was sermonfaced and silent. Goliath sulked, eating a parsnip. Rua muttered
curses at Goliath's vitals. Christine laughed some more and Pima
sang an old Maori patere while he took Goliath to the north paddock. Billy says this story scares him. He writes "Pima" twelve times
on the tablecloth.
Billy is doing chin-ups on the old apple tree. I'm eating cherries,
and throwing the pits at his feet. He has dots of red where
I've hit.
"That towel's going to fall off;' I say.
"Don't you wish;' he says. Billy hates to wear clothes.
"What if I come pull it off;' I say.
"You can, if you'll be Mrs. Billy Henderson;' he says.
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"Nowhere near enough," I say. I throw another pit and go up
to the house. He puffs after me. I see his irises by the window.
They're big and blue and beautiful. "Do you really want to change
your name?" I say.
He blinks, says "Nah," and looks at me. "How's the thumb?"
I give him left thumb up.
"You want me to fix dinner?" he says. "I'll make a salad to have
with the cold roast beef. And I'll make banna custard. You like that:'
As we go in, I remember finding Billy sitting cross-legged in the
spare room, a balloon in his hand and moth silk on his face.
"Been eating moths?" I said.
"It bumped into me," he said.
"Play ball;' I said. We sometimes played balloon squash. But he
had to blow up the balloon first. It was green. I hate green. Green
is Henderson.
"Where is it?" I said.
"What?" he said.
"The moth:'
"Around;' he said.
"Oh." I put a line with finger spit on the wall.
"Hit above that;' I said. So he hit, then I hit, then he hit, then
I hit, and we fell into puddles of grins. We got up and I hit, then
he hit then I hit.
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In High Heel Shoes
Lee Ann Mortensen

The squatters Lilia read about in
the paper have camped out in the empty lot behind the house,
over the cement wall, the wall with smashed Coke bottles cemented
along the top to keep them and everyone else out. They have come
from the little towns because the Sierra Madres did not get enough
snow last season, or at least that is what the paper said. Lilia just
wants to look out at them. She knows there would probably be
someone new to talk to, someone to take home after she fixes
Mrs. Dalter's dinner, someone who would buy her dinner at
Labarca's. Lilia is the Dalter's maid. They came from America, and
they call her Lily in a strange way, a way that kills off the 'i' and
slurs it, and when her friends hear the woman and her son say
Lily instead of Lilia, they laugh.
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Lilia goes out to the guest house, walking slowly up the stairs,
pinching her thin legs to check for fat, and when she gets to the
extra bedroom she opens the window. She can see everything from
here. The fires burning outside the squatter's cardboard homes.
The dogs chasing each other and the children. Some of the homes
have the same fuchsia cloth in their windows and doors, and some
of the children run in and out of them in the same fuchsia shorts.
"Lily?" says Mrs. Dalter. She is standing on the stairs, scratching
at the cracked paint on the wall. "Have you seen Michael's
notebook? His teacher called;' she says.
"No, I don't remember. What did it look like? Was it the one with
the stickers, or was it the other one, that black one?" Lilia says.
"I don't know," says Mrs. Dalter. She walks down the stairs, and
Lilia feels sorry for her slow tongue, for her short sentences that
end so quickly and go away when she leaves the room.
Lilia looks out the window, and does not see the bits of Coke
bottles in the top of the wall because they are typical, they have
been there for decades, but sometimes she imagines cutting herself
on their edges if she had to wash that window by the roof, and
the ladder fell and she only had the wall to grab on to. She looks
at the glass as it shines yellow and green with the afternoon, and
at the cardboard shacks that are orange and smoking with people's
dinners.
A man is walking through the dirt down below her, and he is
looking up at her and she stares at him, and he stares back, and
she waves and smiles at him and he stops and says something,
moving his arm in circles.
"What?" she says, opening the window, feeling the sudden dust.
"I want you to open the window, and now that you have I can
go;' he says.
"Is this what you do?" she says.
"They pay me;' he says, smiling and pointing to the shacks.
"They have so much money;' Lilia says. "And your name?" she says.
"The usual," he says. 'Jesus, Paco, Manuel, whatever you want."
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"Can I call you Miguel?" she says.
"Sure, why not?" he says.
"What are you doing after work?" she says.
"Meeting you, I guess;' he says and smiles and Lilia can see dust
on his arm, dust that makes his dark skin look transparent, old.
He winks at her, and walks east along the wall that changes color
with each house but always has the same glass bits at the top.
Lilia keeps watching him, and the dust almost covers him, she
can't see him too well anymore, but he looks like he might be
someone she could laugh with for a moment, even if he couldn't
buy her dinner. Lilia leaves the window open to the dust, and
walks downstairs.
"What's for dinner?" Michael says. He is throwing figs against
the wall, making purple stains on the plaster. He is thirteen, a year
older than Lilia's son would have been, but she doesn't think
about that anymore.
"If I tell you it won't be interesting will it and then you won't
want to even eat it you will be so bored;' Lilia says. Michael looks
at her, his face empty and she wants to slap it into color. "Meat
loaf;' she says like them, like the Americans.
"Oh," he says, and runs to the front yard. She follows him
because she knows he will probably be looking through the iron
gate at the painted buses going down the road, or that he will
be following the children from the shacks and the houses next door
as they run after the popsicle man and his off.key brass bells. She
walks, and then sees Michael hanging on the bars of the gate, getting
ready to climb over through the iron spikes on top.
"The door;' she says, and points and he smiles and jumps over,
animals of dust forming around his shoes.
"I heard him;' he says, but Lilia can't hear anything and Michael
runs down the sidewalk,jumping over the missing cement pieces
and cement tents made by tree roots growing underneath them.
His hair is so white, but she never really sees it anymore unless
he is with his friends who have hair so black, and then it is like
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he is burning, a fire they will roast things over. She should call him
back, she should tell him he will get sick again if he eats those
popsicles because he doesn't know where the water came from,
and his stomach is from another place, but she says nothing. He
runs quickly, as if running away, but she knows he doesn't run to
get away from her. He runs because that is what all the children
do when the popsicle man is coming. Lilia watches them sometimes.
Even if no one knows where he is, the children still start running
at this time every day, moving quickly around the block and to the
park, looking and holding their mouths until they can eat the
frozen seeds, until they find the popsicle man eating a frozen bar
of coconut in front of the tortilla store, or the Mariquena's house
with screaming peacocks, or the Bunuel theater with porno shows.
And when the children find him, he smiles and laughs because
they are usually crying, he having hidden himself so good, and
sometimes he smiles at Michael and his white hair, and Michael
will smile back at him and say, "Gracias;' like a Frenchman.
Lilia watches Michael and then goes into the large kitchen that
echoes when people speak or walk through it, the kitchen where
a yell can shake the windows. She turns on the gas grill and starts
pounding out the flour and gristle for her tortillas, the ones that
Dalters like, the ones that are thick like bread and heavy. She throws
one on the grill and presses it down with an old G.E. iron that is
black and rusting on top, and there is the sound of shoes moving
and snapping over marble and Lilia looks up. Mrs. Dalter is walking
toward her in high heels and a black dress. When Lilia first saw
her in black she wondered who had died, not having seen any
telegrams or had any phone calls about death. But Lilia is used
to it now, she knows Mrs. Dalter is just going out, the way Americans
do so often in black.
"I'm going," Mrs. Dalter says, and Lilia nods, knowing she will
have to stay late with Michael. "Can you stay?" Mrs. Dalter says.
"Of course, no problem, I can do anything you need me to do
always, you know that;' Lilia says.
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"Thanks," she says. Her hair is a white flame like Michael's, and
Lilia wonders if she bleaches it, but she has found nothing, no
peroxide in the woman's drawers or bathroom, no hair color hidden
in the closet. She is so white, and Lilia is sorry because her dark
husband left her, and now she is alone and can't speak very well, and
is so delicate and burns so easily in the sun. Lilia used to be married
too, but now she can barely remember what his eyes were like.
"Don't let Mike stay up all night," the woman says, and Lilia nods.
Mrs. Dalter presses the mauve lipstick hard onto her lips and opens
her eyes wide at Lilia.
"Beautiful, they'll be eating your heels;' she says, and the woman
laughs and kisses Lilia on the cheek and leaves. Lilia touches the
lipstick stain on her skin, and the color stays on her finger. She
presses it into a tortilla and runs the iron over it, leaving a
permanent pink finger print at its edge.
Mrs. Dalter's car starts and backs up into the street through the
open iron gate and she drives away, and Lilia watches until the
taillights are gone, and then she moves, she runs through the
swinging kitchen door to the telephone.
"So, do you have anything good for me today?" Lilia says. She
has called Pamela who is a maid at the Mariquena's.
"It's been black all day over here;' Pamela says.
"Black, yes that's a good word for here too;' Lilia says. Pamela
is so young, just out of school, but still working as a maid, still
cleaning toilets. "I did talk to someone named Miguel and he might
come over later on. I have to stay tonight;' Lilia says.
"She always does that to you;' Pamela says. "The Puta over here
wants me to stay for a party they're having. You should bring
Michael;' she says.
"Dalter would know," Lilia says.
"It would be cultural. She likes that;' Pamela says.
"Yes, I can't. Come over when you're done;' Lilia says.
They hang up and Lilia throws some leftover beans in a pot and
starts the heat under them, and then goes out to find Michael.
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It is humid outside, and her skin gets slick with water as she
walks to the park down the slanted street that makes the buses
full of chickens and men in cowboy hats seem to tip over onto the
walls and trees of the houses. Sometimes Lilia watches through
the Dalter's window as two or three buses go by, all the passengers
moving to one side so the bus doesn't fall over.
Lilia can hear the scream of the Mariquena peacock, and
she looks up at their house, and it is there on the ledge of a
window. Its blue body is fat and almost falling. It jumps and
flaps like a chicken down to a small tree and goes through the
leaves, making choking sounds, and Lilia can hear the thumps as
it hits a branch and another branch. It screams again, and
she can see it sitting above the tree trunk, getting ready to
fly again, to move down to the wider ground, and then it jumps
and Lilia can't see it anymore. She would like to ask Pamela
for one of its feathers, but The Puta might get mad, so she has
never said anything.
Lilia can see the park from where she is now, can see the
old couple, the Salizars, sitting on a bench, can see the man
in the colored suit, the man Mrs. Dalter calls The Jogger. He
runs around the park and Lilia has timed him, he can make
it in two minutes, it is such a small park, but that is all he
does in the evenings, run around the squared sidewalk, through
spider webs and leaves.
"Have you seen Michael?" she says. The Salizars shake their
heads.
"The man was at the Mercado Maria today," they say.
"That was smart. He hasn't done that one before," Lilia says.
"You look nice tonight;' Mr. Salizar says. He winks at her
and his wife smiles.
"You do, I want my hair that color too, but I've never had
enough energy to take it in;' the wife says. Lilia has orangy
hair, the color left by the bleach she used on it, and the men tell
her it is exotic, like being with a European.
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"You come over and I'll do it myself, you'll look too beautiful
to stay with this;' Lilia says.
"You think so?" she says. The Jogger passes them and says, "Hello;'
drawling it out, obviously not trying to be someone from here.
"Why does he do that?" Lilia says.
"I like to watch him, but it makes me tired;' Mr. Salizar says.
"He has nice legs," Mrs. Salizar says.
"He's so pale, he runs so much;' Lilia says.
Michael is walking toward them, sucking on a frozen white
popsicle. He nods at the Salizars, and holds the stick up for Lilia
to lick, and she does, and it is coconut.
"That's all he had;' Michael says. His lips are red with the cold ice.
"And you're not hungry now, are you, now that you've probably
had ten of those;' Lilia says.
"Three;' he says, and starts walking toward the house. Lilia says
goodbye to the couple and follows him.
It is getting dark, and there are no street lights to show
them the defective bits of sidewalk. Michael walks in front
of Lilia, telling her when there is a crease or a hole to watch
out for.
"Hole;' he says, and she walks around.
"Bump," he says, and she lifts up her feet.
The lights are on in some of the big houses, and most of them
are chandeliers behind foggy curtains. Tall walls block the view of
the lower levels of each house.
"Can we go to a movie?" Michael says.
"You can't understand them;' Lilia says.
"An American one," he says. "One with subtitles for you;' he says.
"My head always hurts after those," she says. Michael
opens the iron gate, and then the house door, and they go
inside.
"Well?" he says.
"You could go to bed?" she says.
"Please;' he says. He blinks at her, chewing on the popsicle stick.
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"We can walk downtown, I guess;' she says, and Michael
opens the door again, waiting for her to go back out.
"I need my good shoes;' she says, and Michael stands there
as Lilia goes through the swinging door. He watches the mosquitos
fly in and bounce off the fluorescent light, and land in the
burning beans.
"I left this on, you should have told me, you should have
turned it off;' Lilia says to Michael, running through the swinging
door over to the smoking pan. Her shoes are high heels, transparent
on top. They are the shoes Michael picked out for her when they
went shopping together, and she knows he will enjoy being out
with her, being out with the shoes, even though they hurt her toes
and make them red. But the others seem to like them too, so she
walks for hours in them at night with Ruben or Jose or Tomas.
"Hurry," Michael says.
"I need my lipstick," she says, and runs back through the
house. Michael flips the popsicle stick over his back and turns
quickly to see if it landed in the sink. It hits the window and goes
into the plant and he kicks at the door.
"Now we are perfect;' Lilia says, and Michael holds her
hand as they walk over the deformed sidewalk, he pulls
her, but she moves slowly, looking around for anyone she
knows.
"Come on. Everyone will be gone when we get there;' he
says.
"You're always running;' she says, and pulls him back and pinches
his arm. Michael laughs and grabs her other hand, walking
backwards as if hauling a couch somewhere.
There are lights on at the corner, and trucks driving by with men
calling out and whistling at Lilia, and she smiles and waves at them.
One of them pulls over, throwing dust on her plastic shoes.
"Need a ride?" says the man inside. It is one of Lilia's old
boyfriends, Carlos, the one who took her out to eat every night
for a month.
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"Downtown;' Michael says, and he climbs in the back. Lilia looks
inside, and smiles, throwing little kisses at Carlos. She gets in and
says, "What happened to the sports car?" Her voice is low, happy
that her shoes and her legs won't have to walk so far, happy that
she does not have to get so many blisters.
Carlos drives. They pass all the stores, the Tintoreria, the
Farmacia Gonzales, Labarca's. Many people are out walking, looking
in the windows of the clothing and shoe stores, pointing at the
yellow boots they want for their birthdays, and the hair salon with
the revolving heads of colored hair that always has an audience,
even though it has been like that for years. Lilia looks at the disco
on the corner, and there are people standing outside, leaning
against the peach painted wall, smoking and talking to the groups
of people who are walking.
"Do you want dinner?" Carlos asks. Lilia notices he is missing
two of his front teeth, and his teeth had been one of her favorite
things.
"Yes, but Michael is still sensitive;' she says.
"Where would you like?" he says.
"He likes hamburgers;' Lilia says, and Michael knocks on the
roof of the cab. He reaches in from the open window and grabs
at Lilia's neck when she turns around to look at him. He rubs it
and it feels good, she feels the muscles relaxing, and when he stops,
Lilia turns around and his hair is blowing, covering his face, and
she can see his teeth, his lips being blown back in the wind. He
yells something, but she can't understand him.
"What?" she says.
"Is he still a pain?" Carlos says.
"He's cute;' Lilia says.
"I said, where are we going?" Michael says. He has bent his body
from the bed of the truck to the window and is speaking into her
ear.
"Hamburgers," Lilia says, and Michael kisses her cheek, and goes
back, holding his arms up high and cupping his hands to catch
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the air. His arms blow back and then he pulls them forward, and
they blow back, and Lilia thinks this looks like something religious,
as if he were bowing to her. She turns to face the street in front
of them, and moves her hand over to Carlos' knee.
"You're nice to give us a ride;' she says, patting it. Carlos takes
her hand and squeezes it, showing his missing teeth.
"I always like to see you out walking;' he says.
Carlos drives them to a round building with waitresses on roller
skates and loud American music, but there is no one eating there,
and when they park, all the waitresses are sitting on the sidewalk,
rolling their feet back and forth, not saying anything.
"Busy?" says Carlos, and the girls laugh.
"You're the first," says one of them, the one in orange, and she
stands up and rolls over for a menu and brings it to them. Carlos
takes it, and the girl smiles at Michael as he tries to see it through
the cab window. She rolls over for another menu and comes back
and gives it to him.
"You're a cutie," she says. Her name tag says, "CONI;' and Michael
opens and closes the menu as if it were about to fly away, and then
he says, "Cheeseburger, fries, chocolate shake, Coni;' still flapping
the menu at her. She writes it down on a paper bag and looks inside
the truck.
"I'll have that too;' Lilia says.
"Me too;' says Carlos. Coni rolls into the building, past the other
waitresses still sitting on the cement, and Lilia notices one of them
tying and untying her shoe laces, humming, and the other one,
the one in fuchsia, is painting her nails, and Lilia wonders if they
like it here, if she would like rolling around on wheels in the Dalter's
house, on the marble floors, dusting things by holding her arms
out as she speeds by tables and counters, rolling into the kitchen
to check on lunch, skating backwards out the door with a broom,
and going back and forth until everything is swept but never clean.
"Where did you get those?" she says. The girls look up and don't
say anything.
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"The skates;' Lilia says.
"They had them," the girl in fuchsia says, pointing her polish
at the building, her fingers separated carefully.
"We didn't know about them," the other girl says.
"We're going to quit," the one in fuchsia says.
"Nobody comes here;' the other says.
"We're here;' says Carlos, and he winks at them.
"Yeah, yeah, yeah;' says Michael in beat with the music. The girls
stand, climbing up each other's arms, and then they walk over to
the car, holding hands, lurching and scuffing the sidewalk with
white marks from their wheels.
"If you'll give us a ride home, we'll quit tonight;' says the one
in fuchsia as they roll slowly into the side of the truck. They hang
on to the door by Lilia.
"Do we still get our food?" says Michael.
"Sure;' says the one in fuchsia. Her name tag says, "CARLOTA;'
and Michael says it out loud.
"What?" she says, and hits his arm softly. He touches her black
hair and she swats at him.
"Where do you live?" says Carlos.
"In Gomez;' says Carlota. The other girl's name tag says,
"MARTA;' and Lilia notices the two have the same noses and eyes
and black hair, almost like twins, but something in their cheeks
or foreheads is too different. Maybe Carlota's head is bigger, or
longer, but Lilia can't tell.
Coni comes down a ramp fast, holding a tray of food above her
head, and she stops perfectly in front of Michael, making a
screeching sound on the cement. He eats a french fry from each
bag as Coni stands there looking at his hair, and then he takes his
food, starting on the shake first.
"You skate better than these two;' says Carlos.
"Roller Derby;' says Coni.
"She's a pro;' says Carlota. Coni laughs and hooks the tray on
the door and then skates away, around the building, getting faster
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at each curve, and when she goes by the truck, she pretends to push
people out of the way, and when she goes by again, she is rolling
backwards on one foot, and Lilia is clapping, wishing she could
do it that way.
"Let me try;' she says, getting out of the truck, and Marta looks
at her for a moment, and then takes off her skates. Lilia takes off
her plastic shoes, puts the skates on, and they are tight, but she
wants to roll, and Michael is staring, his mouth a chocolate
sculpture, and Carlos is eating his fries and Lilia's fries and smiling.
"Derby woman;' he says.
"Careful;' says Carlota holding onto Lilia's arm. Marta takes Lilia's
hand and pulls her around the sidewalk and then lets go, and Lilia
rolls slowly into a pole and puts her arms around it, feeling her
feet sliding backwards. Coni stops next to her and takes her arm,
and they go around the building. Lilia laughs and screams when
the skates move too fast, her legs locked straight.
"You're a natural;' says Coni, and Marta and Carlota laugh.
"It's so fast;' says Lilia.
Michael claps and says, "Faster:'
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What David Does She Should
Call Wonderful
Brian KubarytL

Dena gives up. If it is not yanked
back her hair drapes over her eyes. It hangs like earmuffs placed
sideways. Stripping finishes, blueing whites and breaking down her
body wave leave Dena nothing but smelling like chemicals. Since
quitting religion what's collecting dust is Dena.
Mormon Cooking lies face-down on the table. Dena's nose blows
louder than it used to and she walks the house sounding like a
balloon letting go its air. The dog dish trips her. Bacon wants chew
food, anything. The thermometer drops while David inches toward
home gradually, predictably, like erosion.
David goes in and out like the tide, waltzed by the moon.
Like the blood.
Like laundry.
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Like Dena.
He leaves her at seven and comes back to her at seven, which
leaves them twelve hours to small talk over oatmeal, crumb cake
and bologna. Tonight it is potatoes for dinner. They eat them with
cheese. The potatoes lie wrapped in foil, baking while the swamp
cooler sings barbershop with the icebox.
David comes in late. He says, Hey Dena, I'm hungry.
Dena says, Let's have an alibi.
David says a man with a flag backed everything up for miles. The
traffic flow dwindled to nothing. It was a trickle. He says, I
stuck to the vinyl while a choir of mufflers hummed "Thunder
Road."
David flips his hair. It hangs in his eyes, like his wife's. But
it is cropped on the sides. He is in distribution and should
look like it.
Dena says, Tonight is our date.
David says, Tomorrow is July. He takes ranch dressing from the
refrigerator. He stands by the garbage grinder.
Dena says, Some day I want to go on a roller coaster.
He says, You don't like the way I drive. He shoves a knife
down the mouth of the bottle and circles it around. He tips
the bottle upside down. A few drops crawl out, white, like
spiders. David's knife rings in the sink as he throws the bottle
into the recycle bag. They have more. David tags Dena with the
newspaper. He says, French?
She says, Right where the ranch was. Her ginger ale fizzes.
The buzzer buzzes. The potatoes tumble onto the counter.
David says, Tonight I'm having them with french dressing.
Why does it always have to be ranch? He says, My potato, if you
please. He pops his with a fork, splitting the skin. He eats
only the meat.
Prego, Dena says. Her chair squeaks beneath her. David is
into his dinner. He likes food steaming. She says, What about
you-know-what?

32

INSCAPE
Five years with the Church of Zion taught Dena about courtship
in marriage. David still agrees to date his wife on Fridays. He is
committed.
David says, You want to go to the pool?
And then for frozen yogurts. How clean are the towels? Dena says.
They hold hands walking to the car. Dena's right is exploring
David's left, looking for problems, lumps in the knuckles.
David closes the door behind Dena and walks around and gets in.
He grips the stick shift like a hard ball. Dena's fingers fall among his.
He says, Let me start the engine.
She puts her hands in her lap.
David says, Don't start thinking about sleeping alone.
Dena says, I am thinking of hamsters, or maybe another dog.
They pull out.
David taps the wheel, does drum rolls, steers with just his thumbs.
Everyone's grass is going brown. It would go up in a flash at the
toss of a match. Like a magic act. Imagine your lawn black.
Dena says, David, do you think the yogurt place has changed
flavors?
Why?
Because I want to havejamoca. Don't you wantJamoca? she says.
David says, One eats what one wants.
Dena says, Don't you have a favorite flavor?
David says, My favorite flavor is steak.
Dena says, We'll stop buying ice cream.
He says, Too much trouble.
She says, David, steak does not mean beef husbandry, just
scraping the grill.
David says, So make me a steak.
David is steering with his pointer finger, turning the corner like
he was placing a call.
Dena says, David, are you crazy? Save us some time. Start for the
hospital now.
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He says, We'll get there like everyone else.
Get where?
David protects the wheel from Dena.
He grabs her hand. When she squeezes he puts her hand back
in her lap. He says, Let go.
She says, Haven't you seen accidents?
David says, I have seen tragedies more painful than Shakespeare,
battles and guerilla attacks too grisly to make the news. They'd
make blood run from the TV. Bodies falling from the sky, raining
down pieces of meat. Families of eight, annihilated in a cloud
of smoke.
Dena says, David, this is disgusting.
He says, Here. He holds out his hand, fingers wiggling.
She says, Please, keep driving.
He lays his hand on her knee.
David walks his wife to the YMCA desk. They choose suits from
a bag that says sanitary. Hers is the color of rubber. His is bleached.
You couldn't call it gray. The seams feel sturdy, and the body is
not broken by runs.
Alone in her part of the lockers, Dena finds her suit shows the
usual symptoms. Balls of nylon cover the breasts and buttocks with
synthetic goosebumps. Abrasion makes them and picking does not
rec'tify anything. They only go pop, pop, pop. It is the sound of
turning off lights.
Her breasts feel the same as when David checks them for lumps.
The doctor showed David how to move to the center in circles. Your
fingers spiral in. When David finishes he says, Nothing. Tonight
she says nothing for him.
Dena's suit slides on like stockings. Her hair clings in spikes that
drip from the shower to the pool.
The deep end is cleaner. The water holds Dena till her lungs
need to breathe.
David is somewhere.
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He is in mid-dive, barely a blur. He goes in without a splash and
rises beside Dena like The Creature with the Yellow Teeth. Bubbles
shoot out of his mouth. His eyes are open wide. He grabs Dena
and tries to shove her under. The edge of the pool is slick like an
amphibian.
She lets go.
Underwater David tugs at her suit till she is out of breath.
Hammer-like, he drives her head under. When he feels a foot in
his ribs he lets go.
What's got you? she yells. It ripples through the room.
David says to hush up. He holds onto the side of the pool with
one hand and onto his side with the other. His Shhhh makes the
sound of a plane landing far away. He holds his lips in a side-ways
eight and shoots pool water into her face.
David pushes himself up out of the pool and stands with
his hands locked behind his back. A red line cuts under
his nipple, like a loose thread, the kind you pluck. Dena's
shoulder straps tighten on her back. She stopped using the
clippers.
David, she says. Your chest.
David says help and clutches himself with both hands. He has
seen Midway, Galipoli, The Guns of Navarone. His knees give and drop
him into the pool. He floats to the surface, face down. David rolls
over to show Dena his tongue hanging out and she is on dry land.
He swims to the other side. He uses more energy than necessary,
like children do, dog paddling. But he's happy thrashing. He jumps
out and shakes his hair. He points to Dena with his chin and flexes.
He shows the smoke-stains on his teeth. David could wake to
dentures, or to Dena with bleeding gums, and still he would want
to kiss her good morning.
Dena's feet stir the water. Her body takes the shape of a C. Posture
is her hobby. A row of bones runs down her back. At night David's
hand glides down it like a xylophone. Her body makes that knockon-wood sound. It plays "Dry Bones."
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David is backwards on the high board. He grips with his
toes and spreads his arms east and west. He stands like Pattonon the dive. Once he's got a following he slaps himself onto
his back, both hands between his legs and both feet in the
air.
Her husband.
He looks fifteen.
For David the splash is a cymbal crash. Underwater it is kettle
drums. What he needs to appreciate is Teflon.
In the shallow end David says, My glory is my diving. How can
you stick to swimming when you know what it means to fly?
Regularity, uniformity, precision, balance. Flying-diaper means
perfection.
She says, Look at my eyes.
David says, I see a man, handsome, a champion.
What? Are they blood-shot?
They are pea green, David says. He says this as he goes under.
The words come up bubbles.
David, she says, I'm not having fun.
He says, What?
I said I'm leaving you for a refugee. I want to drift with the boat
people.
David's leg is shaking.
She says, I am bored with the breast stroke, the back stroke, the
Australian crawl, everything. It's all too much trouble.
David wrinkles his eyes. He touches his nose with his tongue.
Water and me are dangerous, she says.
David touches her shoulder with his cheek. He needs a shave.
Their toes meet.
She says, David, can't you see that I'm not Dena? that something
is not the same? My hair hasn't seen shampoo in two weeks. It's
like combing ropes.
It has been thinning, David said.
So say something. Ask me what has happened.

36

INSCAPE
David stays where he is. Dena says, Tell me anything, that I smell,
that you married a bag lady. Ask me why it doesn't matter. Ask me
if I want to go.
The locker is dark.
What's on the floor is not water. It's too thick. It smells too much
like hair. Dena skips the shower and sits on a bench. Her clothes
are the wrong colors. Her feet on the tiles make the sound of
licking. Doors open and showers hiss. Lockers shut and feet go
pat, pat, pat, pat, pat. This goes on until it is time to close. Dena
is making a C again. She is going nowhere.
A door opens and David says, Dena. He says it again, between
his hands. He sounds underground.
Her towel is on the floor, soaking. She says, Go away.
Leave, please, someone says. It is a voice Dena doesn't know. It
is not quite a yell. She is not alone.
David says, Dena, let's go home.
Dena says, I'm going nowhere.
David says, Dena, don't be this way. Come outside. Let's talk in
front of the fireplace.
No way.
You name the place, David says.
Her stomach makes a flushing sound.
David says, What do you want me to say?
She says, Nothing. Say you are selfish. Say you never think of
me. You love your women ugly. You don't care how thin I get. You
don't care how fat. You could love a five-car pile up. Wrinkles,
bulges, bruises-it all looks good to you. Tell me it all means
nothing.
Is anyone writing this down? David says.
Say it, David.
He says, This is what I will say. Dena, you don't look right.
And that is all I will say. I will be in the car.
The door shuts. Her key sticks in her suit and in her locker.
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Outside, David is small on the hood of the Ford. He is quiet
beside his wife. They listen to insects and traffic.
David says, What is happening?
Dena says, I want a coat.
David holds her and lets his breath go through his nose.
Dena says, David, sometimes you don't even hear me. You know
it, too. You look at me and you see nothing.
David says, I look and see seeds blowing in the wind.
David's ears are soft. They bend in Dena's hands.
She says, What is wrong with seeing me?
David touches his nose to Dena's. His face goes into soft focus.
He says, I do.
They sit in the car. What David does she should call wonderful.
He shoves his hand between the bucket seat and Dena. Slouching
down lets him get her easily. He goes for her like yogurt. He nibbles
and licks. The doors are not locked.
Forget them, David says.
She forgets everything. She does.
Driving home is like sitting through Sunday School. Everything
says stop. David takes gum from the ashtray and shoves two sticks
into his mouth. They go in folded. He has his hand on Dena's pants,
his pinky on the wheel. He says, Dena, let's do something different
next_ week. Let's go to the Uintas. I want to whittle. I want to be
near trees.
Dena says, Fungus.
David puts in piece number three.
Outside is empty, only the breeze. Inside David's fingers are on
Dena, his body beside her. It wouldn't matter where they went.
He could take her to Alaska or to The Sea of Tranquility.

38

Amparo
BrianEvenson

When as a matter of pride the
old man refused to accept the money, Amparo began leaving
it out in places where the old man would find it. The first
day he let it fall from his hand onto the patio as he and the
old man sat talking. The old man reached down, balancing with
his cane, and picked the money up, giving it back to Amparo;
Amparo took it and then, a few minutes later, as they spoke of
corn and the methods for husking corn, he let it fall again.
The old man said corn was for animals, not for people, and
they both let the money sit there, the pair of folded bills,
neither of them looking at it. Amparo, brushing away the flies,
thinking, I hope that he saw me drop it, and as he thought
this he was saying, No, I don't think so, corn is good for people
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too if you know what to do with it. The old man was frowning and
moving his hands, but Amparo did not know what he was thinking.
When they were done talking, Amparo pushed off the wall and
brought his chair to four legs, standing up and helping the old
man from his chair. It was as if the old man had lost the muscles
in his thighs and waist. He could walk or sit well enough, but once
sitting he could not stand even with the help of his cane. And if
he tried to sit on his own he could not contrive to bend at the waist
as he sat; rather he would fall straight into the chair, his head
striking the chairback, his body stiff through the fall then suddenly
collapsing. Several years ago, before the thieves had discovered him,
the old man had had money, a great deal of it. Amparo had thought
idly, sitting across from him on the patio, If I leave him there, he
will be unable to get out of the chair and he will die and I will
get all his money, if he has left me it, there's no one else to leave
it to. But as soon as Amparo had begun to think such thoughts
the bandits had come, during the nights, breaking out windows
of the old man's house with stones and climbing in, knocking the
only servant, K. Barbie, on the head with blunt clubs until he was
unconscious, filling their sacks with money and things from the
house as the old man, lying in bed, unable to get up without help
shook his cane at them, shaking it until it was too heavy to shake,
howling until a black shadow came under his face, until his lips
were flecked and white. Howling as he would later, when penniless
and in a ditch he was finally dying and the veins stood out on his
temples, moving as if there were worms beneath the skin. And soon
the thieves had cleaned him out and he was left with nothing but
his old hollow house and his one servant K. Barbie, and his nephew
Amparo, who lived in a two room wooden house on the edge of
the old man's land, half a kilometer from the house.
Amparo helped the old man down the steps of the patio. Near
the bottom step the old man stopped and stared over the rail. The
rail had been painted on a cold day, and the paint had puckered.
The old man ran his hand over it, then turned towards Amparo.
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It is as a fingerprint, he said. Except it is deeper than a
fingerprint. There is more texture.
He looked at the rail again and then at Amparo. Amparo noticed
that on his left temple, covered partially by the hair was a dark
spot, perhaps a cancer. It was the cracked black of dried blood.
It was as if the old man had been shot through the head. Amparo
wondered if there was a similar hole, on the other side, perhaps
slightly larger.
The old man was saying, But then a house is much bigger than
a person. Even a house such as this.
What, said Amparo.
The old man let go of his arm. I can walk down these steps
by myself, he was saying. I know how to walk.
He moved slowly down the steps, cane in one hand, rail in
the other, sticking his foot carefully out and bending the other
knee until the foot touched the step, then shifting his weight
and bringing the other foot down to meet it. Once he was
down he rotated around and started up the stairs again to
show Amparo that he could do it by himself. Amparo waited,
thinking how different this old man was from the Monsieur
De Beuve that he had been in the days when he was rich.
People had respected De Beuve, even if they hadn't cared for
him, and he was known in other places even as far as 100 K
away from his house. But then thieves had come and when
he had no more money, people no longer called him De Beuve:
they called him the old man. A fact which had given Amparo,
who himself had no last name, dark pleasure.
At the top of the stairs the old man had circled about and
was ready to start down again. He looked at Amparo and said,
as if he just realized it, You're a bastard.
Yes.
You're my sister's child, he said. He took a step down,
not looking at Amparo, looking at his discolored shoes and
the shod tip of his cane.
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But your father, he said, that's another story.
He stepped down again. Amparo watched the flies about, the
few flies. He noticed that the coolness slowed them.
But I know your father, the old man said. I know him well, he
said, and laughed, and coughed. But I'm the only one, he said,
I'm the only one.
And he was at the bottom of the steps then, saying, It was clever
of me, to Amparo. And Amparo wasn't certain if he was talking
about the feat of climbing up and down stairs or about Amparo's
bastardhood.
Do you want me to walk you, Amparo said.
No no, said the old man and started off, I'll go off alone.
Amparo stayed there watching the old man move away
until he could no longer see him. As he watched him he
was thinking, He will come back to get the money, he will
either come back or he will have K. Barbie come after it,
once it is dark. No, he will get it himself, he is too proud
to admit even to K. Barbie that he needs money from me,
from a bastard; he is too proud to admit it even to himself.
And then in his head Amparo thought he could see the old
man having Barbie help him out of bed, then working his
way down the path to Amparo's house, working his way up
the steps, reaching down slowly for the bills. Perhaps he would
fall trying to get the bills and would lie there until it was morning
and Amparo came out to pump water; or he would almost fall
but end by getting the bills and then start back, moving slowly
down the path, his face and hair wet with dew, arriving at his
house as the sun was beginning to rise.
Inside Amparo stood in his studio, the hatchet in his hand, two
smaller hatchets and a large axe on the table before him, near the
block of wood he was shaping, cutting a face out of it with sharp
delicate strokes of the hatchet. He was still thinking about the old
man and the money when he went outside to tie the cows, still
thinking when he returned inside and, as he always did, thumbed
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through his only book, a French book entitled Dix Negresz Mais,
cest dix negres de pirez He could not read it but there were pictures
to look at on each page. He looked at it until the sun was gone.
Alone, in bed, Amparo lay with his arms folded and above the
blanket. He kept his eyes closed for he knew that if he opened them
he would see things in the dark. There was no moon. Had there
been a moon, even just a fragment of one, he would perhaps have
opened his eyes for a moment, to stare at it. But there was no moon.
He remembered the first night of thieves when he had heard broken
glass far away at the old man's house, and the old man's howling
distant and unreal. Amparo did not know what to do that night
so he had laid there in bed, trying to make out the old man's words
and staring at the moon. The next day when the old man had come
to tell him about the thieves Amparo had told him that he had
heard nothing, no, nothing at all.
After the thieves, Amparo thought that the old man would ask
him to live with him and to care for him. But, to the surprise of
both of them, K. Barbie had chosen to stay, despite the fact that
the old man could no longer pay him. The old man had told
Amparo the story of the day that K. Barbie had arrived, wearing
high black boots blotched white with bird droppings, a tied roll
of clothing under his arm and a string of chickens, their heads
twisted free, strung around his body in a sort of bandoleer, circling
his body. K. Barbie had knocked on De Beuve's door and said he
had come for the job. De Beuve, looking at the chickens and not
knowing what to say, had ended by hiring him as his servant, paying
him daily, saying each night, I probably won't need you tomorrow
so here's your pay now, but keeping him all that time. And K. Barbie
staying, for a reason he would never say, even after the money
was gone.
In a dream Amparo saw the old man. Thieves, the old man was
saying, took ten years from my life. I would have lived until I was
102 but thieves took ten years of my life. In the dream the old man
came to take the money Amparo had left for him on the porch,
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and showed Amparo a map which indicated where he had,
as a young De Beuve, buried a part of his fortune. We shall
go there together, the old man said. But the map was confusing:
they could trace it past the old man's house, past Amparo's
house, down the road towards town, turning left at the dead
tree, but never farther, never to the end. They traced it partway
seven times. And then Amparo's eyes were open and it was
light.
He left his bed and walked out onto the porch, wearing only
a knotted sheet. He looked for the money; it was not there.
He looked over the edge of the patio to see if it had blown off
in the night but he could not see it; the old man had surely taken it.
He washed his face, staring at himself in the mirror, thinking
he was handsome; he whistled aimlessly as he washed his arms,
his hips, his thighs. It pleased him that the old man had to take
money from the bastard to live, it pleased him (although he would
have very much liked to have had the money the old man had once
had), that now it was the old man forced to depend on him. It also
pleased him that the old man would not take the money openly
but rather would crawl back, when he thought nobody knew except
himself and God (no, not even God, for the old man did not believe
in God), to steal he money like a thief. Amparo began to put on
his pants. They were made of rough green cloth and had no belt
to h_old them up. He was thinking about how he could give the
old man two bills each day until the old man was used to it, and
then stop, letting the old man starve until at last he would have
to beg Amparo for money. But no, Amparo would not do that,
Amparo was not a cruel man, having the old man accept the money
secretly was enough to satisfy him.
And so it went. The old man would come and visit Amparo each
day. When he would come Amparo would leave his woodcutting
or his cows or whatever he was doing and go to sit on the porch
with the old man, first pulling out the crushed cardboard box from
under his bed and taking from it two bills. He would offer
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the bills to the old man first as a matter of form and then,
sometime during his conversation, when he thought the old man
was watching, he would drop them. They would talk some more,
the old man would leave, Amparo would eventually go to bed; the
next morning the bills would be gone.
Yet one night Amparo began to wonder why he had never
heard the old man come during the night. He began to wonder
if it was the old man after all, or if it wasn't someone else taking
the money: perhaps a small boy had been hiding in the fields
the first day Amparo had dropped the money, and the boy had
arrived before the old man, and had taken the money. Or perhaps
the wind blew away the money each night, blowing it far enough
into the fields that Amparo could never find it. One day the
wind would change, blowing it all back. Or perhaps, during the
night, he himself was sleepwalking, taking the money, putting
it back into the cardboard box under the bed. He tried that
night to count the bills in the box but he always got distracted
and each time came up with a different number, counting so many
times that finally he mashed the lid back onto the box and shoved
it back under.
The next night he stayed awake, sitting in his studio, looking
out, wrapped in his sheet. All around him were rough wood
carvings he had done, carvings he shipped in boxes of twenty
to the capital in exchange for a packet of bills, carvings passed
off as the work of natives. He switched off the lamp and
sat there in the darkness, staring at the last bit of moon.
Had the moon been gone Amparo would not have stayed up; he
would have gone to bed.
He could make out little in the studio because of the darkness.
There were variable shapes here and there, shadows which reduced
and expanded and reduced again as he stared at them. Outside
he could see through the screen the vague shadow of porch. When
the old man came, Amparo would see his shadow moving, and
would hear him.
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As he sat there he thought about his mother whose name had
also been Amparo. Amparo De Beuve. He had been named after
his mother because he had no father. De Beuve had forbidden his
mother to give him a last name. His mother had lived with De Beuve
all of her life; he kept her close inside the house. She was allowed
to go only to the market, and then only when accompanied by
K. Barbie. Yet perhaps she had sneaked out a night or two, perhaps
she had a lover, perhaps she had been raped; she had never talked
to Amparo about his father. And now, Amparo, looking about him,
did not care to know who it was.
Amparo had lived in the house with them until he was five years
old, and then they had sent him to the dry town of Labaise 100 K
away to apprentice with the woodcarver there, a man named
Vasquez who spoke to himself louder and louder as he worked on
a piece until at the end he was shouting and his eyes were white
and rolling. Vasquez had told him, You can carve a man out of wood
with an axe, but not a woman. Everything you cut away and throw
out is the woman. Once a year, Vasquez burned a candle for the
dead Pasolini, burning it all the way down as he told Amparo about
Pasolini, saying words Amparo was not sure he understood. Vasquez
had taught him to work wood by holding his hands as they held
the axe, showing him how hard to strike, showing him the exact
angle, making him touch the grain of the wood. Sometimes Vasquez'
h_a nds would wander up Amparo's arms and to his chest, tracing
figures over it, Vasquez' face leaning toward him, eyes half closed,
his breath hot and smelling of dead meat. Amparo would turn his
head away and hold his body stiff, closing his eyes; eventually
Vasquez would gather himself together and they would continue
the carving. After the apprenticeship had started, Amparo saw his
mother once each summer, once each winter, for a day or two each
time, his mother would never say much, it was usually De Beuve
who talked to him and spent time with him and treated him as
was proper, giving him treats and taking him to town and back
until the time was gone and Amparo was again on the train back
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to Labaise. But then one day he got a letter from De Beuve saying
that his mother had disappeared one night. By the next time he
returned to visit they found his mother, her hips broken, the legs
wide and popped from their sockets, pregnant again, four months
along perhaps, her body in the ditch 100 meters from De Beuve's
house. De Beuve told him that nobody had any idea who had done
it, spent a day buying him candy, and sent him back to Labaise
and Vasquez.
He sat in the studio, his eyes straining into the dark. He was trying
to think of differences between good and bad people when he
heard the cane striking the steps and saw a blackness, almost
indistinguishable, move a little. Amparo listened to the cane and
the sound of the old man breathing. He heard the sound of his
dry hands scraping along the patio floor until they found the bills.
Amparo, satisfied, was preparing to leave his chair and go to bed
when he realized the sound of the cane was not moving down the
steps but rather towards the door of his studio. He could hear the
sound of the old man's hand dragging the wall until he touched
the handle and opened the door. Amparo sat motionless in the
dark, watching the figure, slightly darker than the other darkness,
listening to the scraping of feet and cane. The old man moved
towards the table, moving until he was touching it. Amparo could
hear the hand touching tools on the table, then stopping, then
moving on slowly, as if underwater, around the table, and through
the door leading to Amparo's room. There were noises in the other
room, and something striking the bed, and the voice of the old
man, saying, Here then, and, Bastard. The noises stopped, the old
man said Gone, and something struck the floor. Then silence again,
for a moment; and the old man moving out again, around the table,
coming a few feet away from Amparo, then out the door, across
the patio, down the steps, one step at a time, and the path.
Amparo left his chair and entered the bedroom, feeling around
with his hands until he found the hatchet, the smallest of his
hatchets, on the floor. He felt under the bed for his box and found
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it still there. He felt his way into the studio, placing the hatchet
back on the table with the others and returned to his chair, sitting
there, wondering if the old man would come the next day, looking
out over the patio until morning came.
When the old man came the next day, Amparo helped him sit
and offered him money. The old man refused. They spoke about
the weather, the coolness of the nights. There are many flies today
despite the weather, the old man told him, sluggish flies. You could
catch them in your hand, the old man said. Amparo said he hadn't
noticed, but looked and saw that there were indeed flies. They
talked about it for a moment and then Amparo brought up the
topic of corn, and how to grow it.
I'm thinking of growing some corn, he was saying. I found a place
where corn might grow well. He was beginning to stand up.
Corn grows well in many places.
I want you to see this place, Amparo said. I just want you to see it.
Corn grows well anywhere.
But maybe not here. Come look.
What do I know about corn? the old man was saying, but
Amparo was saying, Just come, and pulling him up out of the
chair, grasping him under the left armpit and pulling him across
the porch, dragging and carrying him down the steps. The old
man was speaking but not saying anything that Amparo could
understand. The old man was forgetting to move his legs so
Amparo was dragging him down the steps. Then Amparo's grip
slipped and the old man fell, striking his head against the
rail, opening a cut on his temple which bled feebly. Amparo
lifted the old man up into his arms and carried him out into
the field.
Amparo, the old man said. He was touching the cut with his hand.
Amparo strode out into the fields, the grasses cutting at his legs.
Amparo.
It's not far, said Amparo, not far at all.
There are many flies here, said the old man.
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And there were flies, a little swarm of them, as Amparo reached
the place where they were going and stood the old man up, carefully
helping him balance with the cane.
Here, said Amparo. I will grow corn here.
The old man looked about him as if he were confused.
Right here, said Amparo, I will till the ground and plant corn.
The old man looked at him the whole time as he was saying it.
What, the old man said.
Never mind, said Amparo and with his foot kicked out the old
man's cane. The old man fell on the edge of the ditch and rolled
down, into the ditch, where he lay quiet for a moment. Amparo
scudded the cane in after him and walked away, and then the old
man began to yell. Amparo, he was yelling, Amparo. Looking back
but still walking Amparo could see the metal tip of the cane
wavering a moment above the ditch edge, shaking, then falling out
of view. It reappeared again a few seconds later, falling more quickly
this time.
Amparo walked back to the house hearing the old man yelling
all the while, the yelling slowly fading into a pleasant hum. In the
house he got out his book and thumbed through the pictures of
the Blacks, their lips red and full, their teeth filed. He stripped
off his shirt and went to wash. The noise of the old man confused
itself with the noise of flies. He splashed water over his face and
looked at himself in the mirror. He was thinking, I will hear him
yelling tonight, and tomorrow, and the next night, and then it will
stop. He thought his face handsome. He wondered what would
happen to K. Barbie, wondered what he would do and imagined
him, a tied bundle of clothing under his arm, a bandoleer of dried
chicken skeletons about him, travelling towards another town,
perhaps Labaise. Yet it was possible that Barbie would stay. Amparo
looked at the mirror. There were flies turning about in circles on
the mirror, many flies. So many flies, he thought, so many flies.
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Black Walnut
Suzanne Kimball

E lliot Taylor wrenched the plastic
conduit pipe until it broke. He watched the water gush through
the black furrows and smashed grapes. He tried shoving the
pipe back into the elbow conductor, but the irrigation water
only forced itself higher. Elliot threw the broken pipe into
the trees and brushed off his pants. He walked back to the
house through the muddied furrows. Four rows over he could see
the waxy leaves of the Thompson Seedless melting in the sun. Even
the grapes looked wilted. He let the water run.
The whole top of the apricot tree was gone now. The branches,
leafless and black, reminded Elliot again to cut it down. He opened
the door to the rock house and stopped to look at the crack in
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the outside wall that had eaten a faultline to the roof. The Black
Walnut rippled the earth under the house and jolted the stones
until they broke. Elliot followed the trunk of the walnut tree with
his eyes. In its top he could see new green leaves sticky with walnut
sap; he stood there long enough to let the breeze carry down the
bitter smell of the sap, then he walked inside and quietly shut
the door.
From the window, he watched his daughters walk through
the long rows of grapes. He knew Anne was remembering because
that's what she said she did when she walked on the "property"
during breaks from college. Once Elliot asked Anne what she
remembered when walking in the trees. "It's just a feeling;' she
had said. And Emily, younger, sometimes told him she wished she
had had someone to play with in the black dirt among the pear
trees when she was smaller. When Elliot was younger, there were
raspberries-bushes three stories high. The grapes were there too,
and the Black Walnut. Elliot had eaten the raspberries with cream
almost every morning. He had wished only for raspberries but
had eaten the wild bitter venison that Aunt Bessie deliberately
over-salted.
Elliot remembered when he and Grandpa Taylor had crouched
in the scratchy berries. They picked them until their fingers turned
red, Grandpa talking softly to Elliot while they worked, munching
a few. It was too sticky and hot to wipe away the juice so they let
it run down their chins. Grandpa talked about Teton Valley and
the people he had known there. And he spoke of people he knew
now: Marvel Mayfield, who came to visit Grandpa every week and
whose husband, Henry, had been awarded the Purple Heart in Normandy, and George Hess, who liked to tell war stories with Grandpa
on Saturday afternoons. Elliot listened while Grandpa cracked
walnuts and George told about the machine guns the Turks used
on the Australians. Grandpa picked raspberries for George and
Marvel and Mrs. Apple and walked up town to give a basket to
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somebody almost everyday. It would take him half a day to get there
and back. Grandpa was eighty. People would bring back the empty
baskets and ask Grandpa to show them his roses.
Now only the grapes and the Black Walnut were still there. Elliot
had not minded them so much then.
"Dad;' his older daughter called him from the porch. "The
irrigation water is flooding through everything, qid you know?"
"Yes;' he said and turned away from the window.
Elliot dreamt of buying the new Ka pro he sold software for at
work. It had a smaller screen and keyboard for portability, but
double the memory of similar computers. Every night, when he
drove home from work, he would think of ways he could get that
computer. He had already ground three peices of metal for the
solar reflector he was making. The parts lay on his work bench
in the cellar. Elliot hardly had time to work on the new invention,
but on Saturdays he stole a few minutes to tinker on the reflector;
it would bring him enough money. He pulled into the drive-way
and saw the dirt cellar's roof, caving in and rotting. The roof had
been falling in ever since Anne had square danced on it and sunk
up to her hips in the black dirt. Sometimes when he went in the
cellar he saw rats. Every night he reminded himself to fix the roof
and stabilize the foundation on the sagging garage. Then he would
think of the computer again.
"What's wrong with the irrigation?" Elliot's wife asked as he
came m.
"I broke a conduit pipe, I'll fix it on Saturday;' he said. She
muttered something and turned away. He did not tell her about
the computer, he had never told her about any of the computers
he had dreamt of. She called to him from the kitchen.
"Am I going to get any help with the peaches this year, I can't
pick them all and bottle them. I don't want them to go to waste."
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Five years before there had been only one peach tree. Now there
were seven. She had wanted to plant more.
On Saturdays Elliot got on the garden tractor. Old Man Beecher
had given Grandpa Taylor the tractor in the early 30's. Elliot
figured calculus problems in his head while he tilled the morning
glories under. Their twisting vines wound themselves around the
roots of the grapes, choking them. Tilling them under was the
quickest way to keep the furrows black.
Elliot used to pull the kids behind the tractor. He roped their
red wagon to the hitch bar and dragged them, screaming and
giggling around the drive-way. Now he dragged clogged masses of
weeds and rocks behind. The sun burned holes into his shirt and
sometimes a blade on the tiller hit a rock and the tractor groaned
and reared back. Elliot ground the gears until the front tires hit
the dirt again. He jostled the tractor through the rows of grapes.
Elliot remembered a man he had met in California when he went
to sell software. He had introduced Elliot to a Japanese woman
who told him about Artificial Intelligence. The man told him there
were no mosquitos in California. He stayed as many days as he
could.
Elliot got off the tractor and stooped in the shade of the grapes.
He tried once again to fix the irrigation pipe. Somebody called
his name from the road.
"Elliot! You out there somewhere?" Marcus came toward him
through the grapes, his face sweating. He pawed his way through
the leaves.
"Hello Marcus;' Elliot said. "You have any extra conduit pipe?"
"No, and you won't be needing it. Looks like there's a mudslide
coming down. They had a small one flash through Rudd Creek
last night. Simmon's place is gone."
Elliot climbed back on the tractor.
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"They going to give us final warning when it's time to get
out?" he asked.
"Yes;• Marcus answered, "but I'm not wa1tmg. Everything
up there's melted now and there's no place else for it to come
except down."
Elliot thanked him and Marcus pushed his way back through
the grapes.
There had been mud before. When he was young, Elliot listened
carefully whenever Grandpa Taylor told stories of the 1923
mudslide. Mud had crept up to the windows and seeped into
the cracks, and Grandpa had seen boulders and cars floating
on top of the brown ocean. Elliot looked up at Rudd Canyon;
he got off the tractor and walked toward the house.
"Where you going, Dad?" Elliot looked back to see Anne
following him up the road.
"To look at a mudslide, want to come?''
"Yes," she said. They walked along for a while without saying
anything.
"What's it like, a mudslide?" she asked.
Elliot told her Simmon's place was gone.
"You know where Helds live now? That used to be a lumber
mill. The mud that came down in '23 tore the whole place off its
foundation. They found part of the treadmill in the creek down
near Rigby's place." As they walked, Elliot and Anne saw trees all
along the mountainside, knocked over like dominoes, their
leaves in the air, glazed with sticky, brown earth. A little further
up, a buck lay in a pool of mud as if straining for air. It was dead.
"This isn't enough to do any damage to us;• Elliot said. "It would
have to be a much bigger slide to get all the way down to the
valley:•
"Do you think one will come, I mean, a big one?" she asked
him.
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"Perhaps one will come;' he said.
Elliot heard talk about the slide for days. A lot of people
had already left. Marcus had gone the same day he came to
visit Elliot. Elliot stopped tilling the morning glories and he
dammed the irrigation ditch. Everything went without water. He
waited while his wife wrung her hands and paced around the
house. She placed the bronze plate they had received as a
wedding gift on top of the hutch in the kitchen along with
the baby pictures and birth certificates. She tried to put her
wedding dress and china up high too, but there was no place
high enough. Low clouds hung in the air. Every day the breezes
from the West blew hotter and hotter, but on some days the
leaves in the top of the Black Walnut hung still and the rustling
vines of the grapes were silent.
Then, on the hottest day, three sirens sounded from the
firehouse. Elliot ran to the road. His daughters were already
in the car. The air was still and heavy. His wife came running
out of the house with the wedding dress. "Get in the car;' she
shrieked. Elliot heard helicopters. He wanted to stay; he wanted
to see it.
They waited in Morgan. Fletcher said he heard the trees behind
his house breaking like matchsticks. He and his wife looked back
to see their house following the car down the road. Pie's house
was gone and so was Jack and Irene's. Marcus's house had been
carried down the creek. But that was it. The wall of mud had hit
a tank and been diverted towards town.
The old rock house with a crack in the wall stood untouched.
Elliot's wife went in the house, shaking her head and smiling,
wedding dress over one shoulder. The grapes and the Black
Walnut were still there. Only a trickle of mud seeped down the
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driveway and stopped. It lay there hard and crusted when Elliot
came back. He looked at the parched leaves of the Thompson
Seedless. Then he walked up the road to look at the mud, and to
see if he could find any cars floating on top of it.
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Elegy for John Donne: For
the Bearded Guy
Margaret B. Young

Because my folks were hippies,
rebellion for me was hard. Mom and Dad gave us freedom. I wanted
rules, walls. I felt like a tennis ball sailing into space with nothing
to block its flight.
The only way I could get at Mom was talking with my mouth
full. Dad's vulnerable spot was even harder to reach: contemporary
criticism. Most of my life I was free and frustrated. On my
eighteenth birthday, I rebelled.
It hurts to remember this. Everyone does it, I guess-steps out
of sync with their mentors, starts a new life-but that breaking away,
it lacerates.
If you want the details of my rebellion, I will say that it started
with a bagel. A bagel and cream cheese, which I ate with my mouth
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open as Mom watched and grimaced. I announced through the
goop of what I had just chewed that I didn't want to protest the MX.
No big deal, except Mom and Dad had just offered me that
glittery sign you've probably seen-the one with the words
"Make a beautiful future." Marching around with all you guys, Dad's
students, singing "We Shall Overcome''----it was to have been my
rite de passsage. They were offering me their legacy, and I said,
"Naah. Signs are meaningless."
Did you know my father's middle name was Edgar, not Donne?
He called himself John Donne out of love. It wasn't legal, but he
wasn't one to give a damn about the intricacies of law.
So,John Donne stood there, gawking. He said, "What? What do
you mean?" His voice was soft. It was always soft. He used
to say-did he say it to you too?--.-:a soft voice is an excellent
thing in a person.' He asked me what I meant by all this. I
said, "I don't."
"Oh hell," he said, drawing it out like Lucifer. "You're not
becoming a contemporary, Miranda.''
"I'm of age;' I said.
"So. You're getting into minimalism, then?" He smiled. That is
the image I remember best: him smiling as I tried to secede. That
smile, and the one he wore soon after-the one you have on your
lapel-haunt me to this day.
I shrugged, eating.
"And deconstruction?" His mouth hardly moved. The silver hairs
in his beard glinted.
I said, "What it boils down to is this: I'm not much like you,
John Donne." An awful irony, since my nickname was "Mirror."
I said to him, "You ride oxymorons and take baths in modifiers."
I hate to remember those words, so poetic, so venegeful. Like there
was cause to crucify him for his passion.
He leaned forward. He invaded my space. He said what he always
said when I was wicked: "Is it attention you need?"
"No, not attention.''
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"You're wearing a lot of eye make-up, Miranda;' he said.
"Why do you do that? Your real eyes are so beautiful."
I rolled them into my head, showed him just the whites. I told
him make-up was all there was.
"Why do you do these things?" He coughed.
I rolled my eyes again. He kept coughing. He said, "What you
need is meaning in your life, Mirror. Some appreciation of reality.
What you ought to do is watch somebody die." He was choking
on his breaths. "You ought to take notes on death. You see death
close up and~'
"Oh John," said my mother, in that gentle, that hippie voice she
has, the voice you can imagine seducing a soldier as she fills his
rifle with daisies. You can picture it, can't you: my mother cooing,
"Oh John. Oh John. Oh John, you're sounding so ominous." Hell,
but it's pathetic.
John Donne pointed his finger at my dripping cream cheese.
He coughed until his face went blue. Mom embraced him and
slapped his back. I took another bite of bagel like that was all
there was.
So. That's where it began.
Did you do such things to your makers? Did you bite them or
kill them in any way? Are you sorry?
What he had, of course, was lung cancer.
I see him smile How can I help but see him smile? You're wearing
his smile. I see him saying "Deconstruction?" like an invitation.
I imagined a black metastasis, spreading from the word itself.
He did smoke five packs a week, but he never coughed so
violently until that day. Then the coughing never quit.
The next few months were full of tests and radiation. He lost
his hair and his beard. You saw. He said in his hospital bed,
"A hundred miles from Hiroshima, people went through this. Take
a picture of me, Annie. Use it at the Three Mile Island thing."
A man for his causes to the end.
Mom said, 'John, are you sure that's what you want?"
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Dad sat up. He smiled like a lunatic-isn't that a lunatic's
smile?-as Mom flashed the bulb. He said, "Lights!"
He was in that room for three weeks before they let him out.
At home, Mom hardly left his side. She read him the real John
Donne's sonnets; he told her what they meant. In my bed I could
hear her: "Oh John, how can anything be so beautiful?" "Oh John,
if the world appreciated these words. There would be less grief."
"Oh John, this is so true." Eventually, she was not only reading
sonnets but making Latter-day Saint prayers.
She hadn't been a practicing Mormon since she and Dad had
shacked up in the Peace Haven commune. But fear has a way of
changing people back to babies.
I had the fear too, though I didn't revert or pray. What I did was
buy a notebook. Out of guilt or out of curiosity, I was following
Dad's suggestion. Taking notes on death. You see it here. You see
how carefully it is written, how thorough, how finite. My journal
of his death.
The first five pages are from Dad. This one here: "It hurts to
cough:' He was only a little ways into the cancer then. Maybe he was
still teaching you. He'd save up his pain as he taught his classes, then
he'd cough into a little blue bucket at home. He'd cough up blood at
times, and brown slime that seemed to belong inside a frog. This
one: "I would like to be drunk" was after a morning of having tubes
shoved down his throat. And here: "Who invented this disease?" is
a damn good question, I think. "Give me fermented blood:' "Pain:'
Do the words look angry to you? To me they look normal in
excess. This notebook looks to me like some teenager's diary, a
bunch of quotable quotes. I wrote as though I felt nothing. I could
never stay with him long. I started crying over things like runs in
my nylons and lost lipstick.
Mom told him one morning he should Mormonize with her.
Just in case.
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"In case of what?" he said. It's written here, but I couldn't write
his strangled breath. You can read the words though, and you can
imagine. "In case of what? Fire?"
Mom said this: "God."
Don't you love her voice? She can say words like "God" and
"beautiful" and they sound perfect. When I say "God" it's like
I've stubbed my toe or I'm desperate.
John Donne said-read with me_____:'Hold my feet, Annie. They
hurt." He turned to me. "Mirror, what are you jotting?"
My response isn't written here, but I said I was making
sonnets.
"What kind?"
"Petrarchan."
"Any good?"
Do you know what I said to that? Do you know how I replied?
"They're coming apart in my hands;' I said, meaning it as a joke.
You know as well as I do how cruel that was.
He said, "Don't."
I apologized and left. I rode my bike for an hour, sobbing over
chuckholes. It seemed to me the earth was opening up everywhere,
waiting for us to fall in. The earth was coming apart. "Coming
apart in my hands."
He peed into the bathtub once. The chemicals he was taking
had messed up his brain. He knew he needed to be in the bathroom
to answer the call, but couldn' t remember just where. I wrote this
down here. How the urine looked dripping down his thighs, and
how confused his face was. He said, "Mirror, you're writing?" He
looked infantile without his hair. "Help me;' he said. "This isn't
where I'm supposed to be."
I sponged him down. I dressed him. He said, "Is what you're
writing about me?"
I told him I didn't know that yet, and put the notebook in my
pocket.
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As I helped him back to bed, he said, "Mirror, something's
different. What?"
He had noticed my hair. I told him not to talk. I told him he
was too weak to talk.
I didn't write the rest of the conversation, but I recall he asked if
I had bleached my hair. I said I had just wanted to know how it was.
"Now you know;' he said.
Maybe you saw my hair without pigment. I liked it at first. You
know me. Any change will do. Now, when I see pictures of my
whitened self, I look faded.
I looked faded to John Donne. He told me my hair was sick. I
said to him, "You shouldn't talk."
I helped him between his sheets. He held onto my face. He saidand he was right~'You're too damn glib:' He closed his eyes then
talked about religion-Mom's, this time. Mormonism.
I laughed. I made this entry in my journal: "GETTING RELIGION!!!"
and he knew what I was doing. His eyes opened part way. He lifted
his hand. "It is about me, isn't it;' he said.
I told him to ask me no questions and I would tell him no lies.
But you know what I wanted to do, don't you. What I wanted to
say.John Donne knew as well. His arms stretched to me. When he
took my hands in his, my notebook was between my palms like a
prayer-script. He asked me, pleaded with me, to wash my face, to
take off the liner. Then he slept.
I stroked his forehead, put my hands around his bald chin, my
head on his chest.
When he awoke a few minutes later, he wove his fingers through
my hair. "Are you grieving?" he said. This I didn't-couldn't write.
He was inside me. I couldn't write him out. I asked if he had slept
well, and what he was thinking.
His answer was this: "'Batter my heart, three-person'd God."'
You must know that sonnet. He teaches it in every class. Me, I've
heard it since I was five. But the context, him contemplating
Mormoness, the context changed it all. I could have repeated the
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sonnet with him, I know it by rote, but I kept thinking Mormons.
I asked him if he planned on buying a suit and a name tag like
the missionaries.
"Your mother might buy me a suit;' he said. 'John Donne became
a priest. Dean of Saint Paul's Cathedral, you know."
I knew.
"He had his portrait painted in burial clothes. What a guy!" He
gave two little coughs, closed his eyes, drew his feet into his chest,
moved his mouth like he was sucking air.
The doctors gave up a month later and let him come back to
his undrugged senses. Without hope, there was no reason to
torment his brain. No need to drag it on. What was happening,
they told us in their office, was this: The brain was sending impulses
which were getting waylaid and lost before they could be
interpreted. "What you have here;' said one of them, "is a bunch
of words with no readers. The hand doesn't know what the foot
is doing. Do you understand?"
I said-oh listen to this one~'He's deconstructing."
Mom said, "Will he understand himself again without the drugs?"
"Somewhat," said the doctor. "He'll need oxygen too." He gave
a few technical explanations of cancer, shook our hands and left.
Mom watched the door close, then stood very still, staring at it.
She invited her missionaries the next week. By their fourth visit,
the drugs had worn off enough that Dad knew who they were.
He'd say something like, "Well if it isn't the Elders. " (Cough)
"Welcome to my pad."
Once, they told him about the pre-existence, when God's children
had a war over the principle of free agency.John Donne, coughing,
said, "I've taught Milton. You think I don't know this stuff?"
The missionaries started talking about truth and faith and
eternity. John Donne sucked it all in like oxygen. He said, "I'm a
sick man." They dripped olive oil on his head and spread their
hands over it as though to contain the drizzle. One yellow drop
curled around his forehead lines and into the corner of his eye
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while the Elders blessed him. When their prayer was fininshed,
Dad put his own hands over theirs and kept them on his fuzzy scalp.
The missionaries stood looking at each other, looking at Dad. I
wrote that they were awkward boys who didn't understand the power
of their faith.
"That's all there is," said one of them, slipping his fingers from
John Donne's need.
Dad wiped the oil from his eye. He said, "All right. I'll do it. I'll
repent of brandy and coffee:'
"You'll be baptized?" said the second elder, his hands still under
Dad's.
"Yes."
They set the date two weeks away.
The next night, you all came, ready to protest Three Mile Island
on the anniversary of its accident. You all had copies of this photo:
Dad grinning from his hospital bed. Most of you were wearing little
badges printed with his face. A couple of you had full-blown, postersized placards. Did you have one of those? I think you did.
I remember, when I saw you at first with that red and orange
beard-the kind dad used to have-I felt attracted. You didn't notice
me. Do you recall what you said? The script is here if you've
forgotten. "We want you to go with us to the site,'' you said. All
those photo badges, those placards with John Donne's gaunt face,
all your signs were a tribute, you told him.
Dad said, "It's hard to move."
You said, "You're our symbol."
Dad said, "What is it you mean?" He made a deep cough. You
could hear it slide up the slime of his lung walls.
You said, "Prof?"
He said, "You want me, or that?" He waved at the placard and
cringed. "Look at me;• he said. You remember how it was.
I was writing the words, but not thinking about them. I was
remembering, instead, pictures of things past: The Peace Haven
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commune. Teenaged girls with naked breasts, swinging their hair
to Bob Dylan. Smells of dusty rose incense, burnt bananas, pot.
Mom and Dad getting married in the strawberry patch, wearing
muslin robes and daisy garlands. Dad lifting me up, holding me
above his head, letting me steal his daisies, letting me bite his beard.
These words: I'm getting baptized. I figured-God.
We had a goldfish at the commune. It used to seek out fishflakes
with its mouth open wide, as though the food could be inhaled.
When it died, its mouth was open still
These words: "He felt this way too." (Breath) "Seeing himself'
(Breath) "shrouded. You've seen my portrait."
You said, "Excuse me, Prof?"
"John Donne in a shroud." (Breath) "I showed it in Renaissance
Lit. A knot of cloth over his head:' (Breath) "Morbid son of a bitch:'
"Mormon?"
'John Donne undone."
"Right."
Is this familiar to you? Is this taking you back? It takes me further.
Mom and Dad used to talk to each other, late at night, usually
about the Renaissance. Mom would drink warm milk and honey;
Dad would sip his brandy. I would be listening from my room. Once
he read to her Spenser's Epithalamion. There was a rustle of clothing
and silence when he finished.
These words: "So. Well-God-what do you want?"
You said, "You're talking to me, Prof?"
"Yes."
In Middle School, when I read Rumblefish, Dad demanded equal
time and gave me New Atlantis. He would read me The Tempest or
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King Lear for my bedtime stories, then kiss my forehead and say
angels would bear me to rest. His beard was orange and brown
then-just like yours. He never talked about his own parents. I met
them only once.

These words: "You want me in person, or that?"
What was the cliche beneath the placard of his face? "Is this our
future?" Right? Who thought of that one?
You said-right here~'Prof, if you're strong enough, we want
you. Hell, Prof, we'll carry you there."
(Two coughs. A laugh. Dad's voice hoarse. Everybody leaning
into him.)
"Yes;' he says. "Let me be Radiation Man."
'John;' says my mother-and she's hating you for straining his
life~John, no:'
He says, "Annie, I'm drowning:'
I used shorthand. When you all went into the front room to let
him dress, I was still writing.
"Staying or going?" he asked.
I looked at him.
"You're in the doorway, Miranda." He could only get out seven
words at a time. I counted.
"Oh," I said. "Sorry."
"Come." (Breath) "Help. Ever see a chest this thin?"
"Not on you,John Donne:' I put my notebook away and helped
him out of bed. He held onto my shoulders and sat on the mattress.
I knelt under his pressure. His hands moved to my head. I was
Cordelia getting her father's blessing in the Reconciliation.
"Miranda;' he said, stroking my hair. "Brave new world: '
"Brave. New:'
"You understand the allusion?"
"Are you being elusive, John Donne?" (Oh, if I could erase!)
He cupped my face in his hands. "Why?" he said.
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I told him I was sorry. I had meant it as a joke. Everyone was
sordid these days. Where, I asked him, where did I get the mean
streak?
"Do you understand? " (Cough) "The Tempest."
I understood.
"My magic fades. Everything-" (Breath) "You're still painting
your eyes."
"Sorry. I'm sorry. It's just-I'm self.conscious without the liner
now. My lashes are blonde."
" Mine were blonde-when I had them:' (Breath) "I didn't lose
love:'
"Without mascara;' I said, "my eyes vanish."
"No," he said. "Not your eyes."
"They do,John Donne. Without make-up you wouldn't know me:'
He laughed into a spasm of coughing. Mom came in, closed the
door behind her.
"Annie;' he said. "I'm okay."
"You're upset, aren't you, John. It was that picture. I couldn't
believe it. Everyone coming in here holding that picture like
an icon. You don't look that bad. It was the hospital lighting.
I never should have taken that picture. You shouldn't have made
me take it."
"Forgive: '
"But it's a lie. You don't look like that at all. Your hair's coming back. You're filling out. And what I think is this: God's going
to heal you. I've been talking to Him, praying. God knows us,John.
He's going to save you."
"Button my shirt, Annie?"
"I know God. He won't take you until you're ready. You shouldn't
think about that picture."
"You going with us, Mirror?" Dad said. "To Three Mile? Spare
the time?"
"I guess I can:'
"For me: no make-up:'
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"Dad___:'
"For me:'
I told him then that I liked you. I called you "the guy with
the beard:'
He said you'd appreciate me better without. Is that true? I
wanted lashes you could see.
"For me?" he said, and I promised.
Mom helped him stand. She held his shoulders-from behind.
I lifted one of his feet at a time and got his pants on him.
Mom zipped him up and lowered him back to the bed. She
told him he'd better rest a bit; she'd give the students camomile tea.
She blew him a kiss from the door, her air-flow long and
steady.
I took out my notebook.
"Please," Dad said. "Wash your face before."
There was a bowl of water on the dresser. Mom used it to give
him sponge baths. I soaped a wash rag, scrubbed my face, and
turned to him.
"Let me look at you:'
"Don't talk;' I told him.
"What will you write if I don't talk?" (Gasping.)
"Petrachan sonnets."
"Let me look at you;' he said.
"Let me look at you;' I said back.
"Mirror:' His voice was gone. He stroked my face, touched
my nose with his forefinger, pretended he was rocking a baby.
He pointed to the baby's eyes, then pointed to mine. With
his mouth, but no breath, he made his favorite word: "Beautiful."
I kissed his forehead. He brought both his arms around my
head and held it, cradled in his neck. He rocked me. I remembered
Beatles songs, Joan Baez songs, Bob Dylan songs I had forgotten
I ever knew. I remembered that at the commune, my name
had been Free Sunshine.
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When we left the commune I became Miranda; Dad became
John Donne.
After a long hug, he released me and slept. Teacups were
clinking in the other room. You guys were leaving without
him. I guess Mom told you to. And finally, the missionaries came,
gave him another blessing, left too.
Mom sat beside him on the bed. She told me her prediction:
"What will happen is this: God will let him go the limit, and then
He'll send an angel or some other healing. Maybe the moment
he's baptized, God will heal him. And then God will use him as
a testimony of the truth, for others to see. Maybe your father will
become an apostle or a prophet, I wouldn't be surprised. He has
earned a better end than this."
"No;• I said.
Then she yelled at me. I had never heard her yell. She said,
"Oh you have no faith, Miranda. And right now, when we
need your faith, when we need you to be grounded! How can you?"
I told her to just look at him. I told her I wanted it over.
She looked at me instead, and said, "I see your eyes."
"I undid them. For him. Last request."
"Will you shut up with the 'last request' crap?" she said, and then
repented fast. She put her hands around my fists. "Mirror," she
said, "I didn't mean it. I'm sorry. Listen, now. I want you to
take Dad's left hand in yours. Now take my hand with your right
one. We're going to send him our vibes. We're going to think about
Jesus. Are you thinking about Jesus?
'Jesus wants Dad for a sunbeam."
"Oh please, Miranda. This is no joke:'
"I can see that."
'Jesus. Jesus. Jesus."
I undid my hand from hers. "Mom;' I said, "No."
John Donne stirred, opened his eyes. He drew another awful
breath. He said, "So:' His voice a thread.
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I energized the word for him~'So'!__as though my sound were life.
"So. 'To be, or not to be."'
"That is the question___!_' I said, and he cut me off.
"There is such a difference!"
Mom wanted to baptize him right then. She wanted to phone
the missionaries and get special permission to use the bathtub.
John Donne said, "I'm getting baptized," (Breath) "inside."
"Oh John." This was Mom.
"Will you buy me a suit?"
"Do you want one?" Mom again.
"No. Jeans. Annie."
"I'm here."
"Remember? 'I am a rock. I am an island."'
'John, no man is an island," she said.
"And a rock feels no pain." (Breath) "An island"(Breath) "never
. "
cnes.

'J o h n."
"Simon and Garfunkel."
"I know. I know."
"Annie, do you understand me?"
"Do I?"
"Do you believe, Annie?"
"God, please come now;' Mom said. "Please, God. Heal him.
Oh John, He is out there, isn't He? He will heal you, isn't that true?"
"Annie;' he said, and drew his last, rattling breath, "you're
asking me?"
I recorded how he looked as a dead man. Look at these
modifiers. I could write a poem. Mom said I was cold and
heretical. She scolded me a lot, her voice loud, angry, betrayed.
She said, "There's more to life than words, Miranda. There's
love."
As you know, we buried him in jeans and a white shirt, the
day after you guys returned from Three Mile. When I saw you
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all, wearing those stupid buttons of his face on your chests, I wanted
to spit in your metaphors. Even Mom hated you for a moment.
She said the buttons were tacky.
Dad's parents came. Did you know that's who they were? His
mother: that tall woman with the greasy face, false lashes, a wig.
His father, the balding guy with the disdainful mouth, smelling
of cigarettes.
After the missionary prayed over Dad's dirt, you led everyone
in "We Shall Overcome:' My mascara ran down both my cheeks
like tar. And when you hugged me and said it was natural to grieve,
I wanted to cling to your beard, to kiss those wild hairs, to love
you until you screamed for mercy.
You had been smoking pot. Did you think I wouldn't know?
You said, "Mortality is the pits." Those are the last words in
this journal.
So here's the thing: I'm offering you all of these last words, in
exchange for my father's face on your lapel. You know what I will
do with the button-what I will do with all of them I can get-and
you know that it's not your business anyway. I want to free him
from your tributes. I want to send his soul beyond memento. I want
him to sail into space, like a tennis ball, to soar into free sunshine,
to fly, where nothing on earth can hold him. This will be my
elegy to John Donne.
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Crabapples
Potent, acerbic, all
woodpith and endflowerI'd eaten nine on a dare.
Then Tammi for a joke
said, They're deadly. So I
hid myself in the lilacs,
certain I'd die there,
doubled over, retching, some
malicious fist twisting
my gut. Poor Tammi,
first crush, first kiss,
to think of your young
body bent over a wheel
by an underpass
half a mile from home.
Reading your name, I feel
that slow, stricken
blossoming of fear, a taste
in my mouth I cannot spit away.

Philip White
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Flood
It has been blue
weather here,
or grey. I have
a bed in the attic
room of a house
in a falling part
of town. All night
I hear the cars
passing, the long
sighs of engines,
the sibilance
of tires in the rain.
Some mornings I am lost
in blank light.
I walk to the store,
or take the bus
into the city
to look for work.
Everywhere trees
seem to be weeping.
In two weeks
the streets have filled
up to their ankles
in leaves.

Philip White
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Morning
Under lindens he hears
the bees. Wind rubbing
the tiny blossoms. He
thinks of her this way.
Or bending among lilies,
the gold-throated iris, how
her hands seemed to shine
against the soil. For him
they were moons, their
smallness, their quiet
returnings. And he
remembers her names,
taking them softly on
his tongue. It was the
beginning of prayer,
a motion. And those days
he would lie for hours
before dawn and wait for
the chickadee's two slow
notes, falling in song.

Philip White
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After the Wedding
Tom, three hours I have driven
from your happiness, three hours
through empty miles of hills
and silences toward home.
And I have been grateful for this
desolation, this dry landscape
my fathers owned. They were happy
here too, in their time, and built
houses to God, and peopled them
with dreams. I stop at my
grandfather's land. Grandma's
poppies burst under the wall
where the house he kept alone
for thirty years once stood.
Thirty years looking toward
another home, a happiness to come.
Tom, we have come this far, and we
will be gone before his last
crumb of mortar loosens into dust.

PhilipWhite
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Frogs in Paria Canyon
As the half-moon clings
To the canyon wall
In cacophonous silver and
Black, the frogs call . . .
Hundreds and hundreds of frogs
Call out at once,
Call for their mates,
Each one calling for its mate.
It is the cry of all nature
Calling for its mate,
The cry of all living things:
Oh find my mate!The eternal loveliness and
Loneliness, the incapacity
Of every creature,
For infinity, from the time
Life first split from itself,
Searching for its other half
Searching for itself.

Laura Hamblin
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The Next Weird Sister
Loses Weight
I binge on
fried chicken,
on chocolate,
and pig fat,
but to no
gain.
There is
less of me
latelya shrinking
from east
to west,
a reduction
of mass
and density.
Without
even trying
I have
d imin ished
into mothpaleness,
ambiguous
and spare
as a shadow
in a slat.
T here is a
tenuous
decrease:
rib chested,
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knobby spined;
I ossify.
I know
the shortest
distance
between two
points. Only
the space
between the
atoms expands.
I could
hold parties
in the
vacancy;
invite
beetles and
toads to
twirl in
wild, calorific
dances, two
dimensional
in the neck
of my collar,
in the hand
of my cuff.
I have
become only
the dropecho of
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myself.
Reduced
Reduced
I wonder, if
I were all
here, would
the earth
have more
pull on me?
Lean, empty,
I wander,
spindle-legged
through
narrow
columns,
searching.
Where did
I go? Where
did I go?

Laura Hamblin
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On APhoto by
Cartier-Bresson: 1928
These fragments of boxed Trinity
Is mexican contrapposto. Your
Leather arms are an angry
Crucifix set up against youBy you. You are cut off
On the top border where the
Wafer can't quite reach and
Your body hair covers desert
Skin in impatient swirls. A naked
Torso slopes to open jeans, the
Belly of sometimes hunger.
You think of flat, round bread
And the heels of women's shoes
And boxes. You think of boxes
And spike heels that haven't
Seen the streets of town in any
Thaw but know the cold of
Afterwards and the thirst
For giving names to smaller
Shoes that wait within you.

BrentPaee
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When the German House
Tree Blew Down
This is walking then, because I back-tracked
In my shoes with a heel that's worn clean through
To give you a leaf and feign a ripple
In the galvinized time of cars and cars.
You haven't met me still. I've been a
Silent spoon-shaped wasp in weightless hover
Above your too-clean still-life space.
But this, this is rotten Canaan wine.
The flagpole bends beneath the angry whipping
Nylon above dead paper leaves-Paolo and Francesca.
Later, roots breathed that had only known
The taste of earth and long burial.
In late evening, blue-smoked motors chewed to
Leave the pine a portable memorial meant
For less than pyre flames.

Brent Pace
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Dogwood
The tree that lifts
up that body again,
quivers in the cool
air of April.
The flowers bleed
leaving petals pale,
four petals like limbs
punctured and stained.
I stand where maples
run their twisted roots,
where they wag their heads
against the spring wind.
Ah, thou that destroyest
the temple. I feel the depth
of your roots easing
into the soil of my soul.
I touch the skin of petals.
Red scars duplicate themselves
on every limb of a tree that nods
as I pull its flowers down.

Teresa Keenan
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Every Farmers Fence
Where trees
have been plucked,
these mountains are dressed
with neat cedar houses.
There is nothing left here
but the storm that comes
through the mountain,
fogging the lake
like hot breathing.
When it rains,
there are rud puddles
on the ground,
as if God has chosen
this ground to rust
like every farmer's fence.

Teresa Keenan
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Death Smiles
Death is Sunday
and a brisk bright morning
is idling through a wood of aspen
painted by Autumn
to a sluggish river
where two girls have just set off in a canoe.
They wear long printed dresses and big hats.
Death smiles and waves to the girls
and they wave back.

Michael Huff
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ICat
I cat the claw who threw you down
I plunge you headlong into crushing rapids
I dash you-swift-on the shining black rocks
I desolate the soil of your harvest
Spoil by poison your air
I acid
I arson
I brutal artillery
I beast biting and claw
I shout cry and spit at you
I curse every prespoken notion of you
You sin of my life
You who giant my desperate valleys
You who plague waking thoughts
Ghost haunting invade my dreams
Mephistopheles champion your existence
You evil cockroach millipede emperor who enslaved me
You worm silently through open sores
You dance obscene across my brain.

Miehael Huff
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Mountain
I cast roundly eyeballs to the mountain daily
flourishing bounce forward and backly stagger
so tall the jutter so winging peace
a moment to feel height and solid
tomorrow may climb again and next day may die
no matter laugh the mountain may to another.
Crisp the glinting winter cold and false sun
your breath softly small puffs away
I grasp your chillful hands and tiny
your nose pink to take that rosy in my mouth I wish
heat you up happy that I could oh
that mountain may fall die away but my love

Michael Huff
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The Desert

Love eludes me
Passes like a cloud
Over a hot and dusty plain
Leaving no rain

II
Can the seasons so high below God?
Four five the rain tepid and wandering hand
If alive falling and sod dreaming of
Penetrate each miniature world teeming
Souls reaching upward how neat the fine blades
Listening eyes glean toward and fro hoping
My heart beating dry heat which stands
Above the sand shimmering stretch
Glowing mirage always retreating

Miehael Huff
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Crossing the Bridge
Courtney Carr

I

always ran out of breath before
we got clear to the end of the bridge. It was a rule that you
were supposed to hold your breath and shut your eyes. I thought
it was in case the bridge fell or we drove off the side into the
river. Then, when I hit the water, I'd already be holding my
breath. Our house was on the other side of t:'i\e Snake River.
I peeked to see when the bridge ended so I could breathe
again. When the water got low in °the fall, the skeleton of an
old station wagon stuck up from the rocks in the river. l wondered
if the people in it were holding their breath. Daddy said it
was there when he was a boy. I couldn't imagine Daddy as
being a boy. He was too big. He said he grew from eating
vegetables.
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Mamma always gave us homemade tomato juice. I didn't like it
because my brother told me the seeds in it were spider eggs. But
Daddy said it would help me do better cartwheels if I'd drink it.
On a commercial a girl got life-savers for cartwheels. I got spider
eggs. Mamma always gave us Dixie cups with elephant jokes on
them. After we drank our juice, we used our cups to catch bugs.
I wasn't very good at it. The trapped bugs always got away when
I'd lift the cup to look at them. One day, when my brother and
I were picking tomatoes for Mamma's juice, I found the king of
bugs, the giant green tomato worm. I ran inside for an empty
Miracle Whip bottle while my brother stood watch. He snapped
off the leaf the worm was on and dropped it into the jar. Some
old clay bricks were stacked next to the root cellar. I picked some
up and carried them in my T-shirt to the side of the house. Spider
webs from the bricks stuck to my shirt like wet cotton candy. I wiped
my hands on my shorts and watched my brother dump the worm
out of the bottle onto the dusty bricks. We raised bricks over our
heads, then slammed them at the giant worm. With a wrenching
scritch, fluorescent green slime mixed with slivers of clay smattered
everywhere. My brother told me I'd turn into a worm if I touched
the guts. Some of its innards had splatted on my shirt and arm.
I cried. He was the one that told me I had to hold my breath over
bridges.
My brother also said people die when they get scarlet fever, but
I didn' t die when I got it. He said that was because he had rubbed
his lucky rabbit's foot every day for me. I couldn't understand why
a rabbit's foot was lucky. The rabbit probably died when its foot
was cut off. My brother said it was probably dead already.
I also could never figure out why scarlet fever was called scarlet
fever. Maybe most people turned red when they got it. I was kind
of pink, pinkish-scarlet, the same color as the house in the field
across the road. That was where the Luthors lived. The neighbor
kids said the Luthors had a torture chamber in their basement,
and if Mr. Luthor caught you in his field he'd take you down
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there and swat you with his belt. My brother wasn't scared but I
was. He walked through their field every day on his way home from
school. I walked along the canal instead. Once he took me through
the Luthor's field. The door of their garage was open, and we could
see stacks of boxes inside. My brother said the boxes were filled
with sub-machine guns, and Mr. Luthor was in the Mafia. A black
car drove up to the Luthor's house-probably a hit man. We ran
home.
When we got there I took off my sneakers. In the side of the sole
I'd etched F.F.P.I. for Federal Flea Protection Insurance-flea
insurance from boys. I took out a blue pen and added an "M" for
Federal Flea and Mafia Protection Insurance. I felt safer. My brother
said he didn't need protection insurance. He had a lucky penny.
He gave one to me once, but I lost it. He told me he'd find me
another one.
Sometimes after school Mamma went downtown to shop and
took my brother and me with her. Mamma gave us a dollar to buy
candy bars. My brother and I always raced to see who could run
the fastest without stepping on any cracks. We started at the fire
hydrant painted like Uncle Sam (it won the fire hydrant painting
contest in 1976) and raced to the drugstore. My brother found a
lucky penny on the curb in front of the magazine stand every time.
We always met Mamma at the drugstore. She bought strange herbs
there. Every day she drank them with hot spice tea. Mamma said
they kept sickness away.
Mamma did get sick once. She had to stay in bed for three days.
She kept a silver popcorn bowl next to her in case she had to throwup ("vomit" she called it) and couldn't get to the bathroom in time.
My brother and I wanted to pick her some flowers.Ci picked some
little yellow ones and showed them to him. He said they were weeds
and would make her sneeze. I picked some other white flowers
I thought were pretty. When I showed them to him he grabbed
them from me and hid them in the lilac bush. He said they
were syringas, our state flower, and it was illegal to pick them.
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So I picked Mamma some lilacs instead. But for the rest of the
week I was afraid that men in hats and overcoats would come and
find me somehow and take me to a ranch for bad kids. My brother
told me they turned you into slaves at the ranches. There were coal
mines there where the kids worked twenty hours a day with only
orange peels for lunch and mushrooms for dinner. If you didn't
dig enough coal, they'd lock you in a hole, not even big enough
to stand up in, for three days, with no food. There weren't even
horses there. In the back of our garden we made a hide-out in case
the men came for me. It was a fort made from the stalks of
milkweeds. We kept two candy bars and buds from cheezie plants
stored in empty milkweed pods for food. After two weeks no one
came, so we ate the candy bars.
We were waiting at the drugstore for Mamma one day while she
finished her grocery shopping. I was eating a Snickers bar and my
brother had a BIG HUNK. I couldn't eat those. They were too hard,
and I was scared of breaking my teeth. I'd heard of a boy named
Tom who cracked his two front teeth on a BIG HUNK. His teeth fell
out and everyone made fun of him. My brother was tough, though.
He'd never broken a bone in his body, and could probably eat ten
BIG HUNKS at once and not even need to brush his teeth.
We were eating our candy bars as we sat on the curb next to the
magazine stand. A man wearing a gold earring came up and picked
up a travel magazine. I asked my brother why a man was wearing
an earring. He said the man was probably gay. I knew what that
meant-he liked boys, not girls. He said the man was probably
looking at a travel magazine to find a way back to San Francisco.
I asked him what was in San Francisco. He said lots of things,
especially gays. I asked what else. He told me there was a giant
bridge called the "Golden Gate:' It was too big to hold your breath
over. Your head would pop from lack of oxygen by the time you
got across if you held your breath. The bridge was over a giant
bay that opened to the Pacific Ocean.
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A chunk of dead leaves and grass floated down the gutter. My
brother said he wished it were a sailboat to carry him to the ocean.
Then we'd sail away to some island like Haiti. They believe in black
magic and voodoo there. My brother called them superstitious.
The man with the earring dropped a penny as he walked away.
I picked it up and showed it to my brother.
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Puberty
Brian Evenson

When

I was in junior high
school, I lost the ability to speak coherently, probably as a result
of the traumas of puberty. I would start two or three sentences and
never finish them, stacking the fragments end to end. After several
repetitions of the same fragments, the listener either understood
through divine inspiration what I was saying, or left.
The only person who spoke less coherently than I was Mark
Hannig. He spoke so poorly that many people thought he was an
immigrant. He had been through the same type of puberty as I
but, in addition, he had the further traumas of being short and
adopted. On his cheek was a quartersized birthmark, dark brown. If
you asked him about it, he would first pretend he hadn't heard you,
and then that it wasn't there, refusing to acknowledge its existence.
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Since Mark and I were similar in our linguistic ineptness it was
natural that we hang around together during junior high. His
incoherent company was good for my ego, if not for my command
of English. It was natural that we should both fall in love with
Jackie Beckford.
Jackie Beckford had stringy brown hair and a nervous tic in her
right cheek that made her leer at people, and her stomach always
looked puffy and sore. I didn't like her stomach or her tic, but I
did like Jackie and I figured that once we were married I could
drive away through some mystical means her physical quirks. I had
loved other girls from afar and thought of making glorious
conquests, but the only girl who seemed attainable to me was Jackie.
"The ... I'm Jackie going ... Dance, ask." Mark told me one day.
"Me, ya ... but" I responded.
And then it was competition. We still hung around together but
we guarded what we said to one another so as not to give away
any of our plans of how to ask Jackie to the dance. I knew that
she would go with me because I was more coherent than Mark and
I was taller, and I had no birthmarks, at least none that she was
going to see. But it still made me mad that Mark would have the
gall to love the same girl as I did.
I wrote down a series of sentences so I would be understood
and telephoned Jackie. "Hi," I said, reading from the paper, "is
this Jackie?" "Yes," she said, as I knew she would. I moved down
to the next phrase on the paper. "Do you want to go to the dance
with me?" I said. She didn't say anything for a minute, and then
said, "What dance?" I was still looking on my paper for a phrase
to answer this when she said, "Who are you anyway?" Thinking
quickly, I hung up the phone.
I waited a few days before I tried again, in the interval asking
Mark whether he had gotten a date for the dance. At first he
pretended he hadn't heard me, then he pretended to know
nothing about it. "Dance?" he said. I decided to go on to my
second plan.
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My second plan I considered to be a sure thing, because it
involved no speech whatsoever. A year ago when I had been in love
with Patricia Conners, I had written a poem for her called The Sea.
It ran:
If you do not tell me that you love me
I will throw myself into the sea.

I changed the title to The Dance and changed the poem as follows:
If you do not go to the dance with me
I will hurl myself into the sea.

l mailed my poem The Dance to her and waited confidently for a
reply. Two days later I found an envelope in my locker. It was plain
white and didn't smell like anything. I opened it and inside found
a lined three by five card on which was written: "You are a very
good poet. But you'll have to throw yourself into the sea because
I don't dance." If I could have spoken in coherent sentences I would
have called her and whispered to her such flowing and melodious
phrases as "That's Okay, I don't dance either. Let's catch a movie"
or "I respect a woman who doesn't dance" or 'Jackie baby, you've
got something special I'd like to share." But instead I decided I didn't
love her after all, and that she was stupid.
The next day at school I saw Mark and asked him whether he
was going to the dance. Instead of avoiding the subject he simply
said no. We did not look one another in the face. Both of us were
bitter, changed men. I have never asked him how he tried to ask
Jackie Beckford out and he has never asked me. And, after puberty
had ended, we found ourselves regaining more and more the ability
to speak in coherent sentences.
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In Asuncion
Gonzalo Aldren

A

low sliver of sky along the
Chaco Paraguayo whispered rain.Jorgy and I walked down toward
the river, and flying ants came out of the ground, testing their
wings. Some, wings dry, flew up ·into the trees. The frogs would have
it good.
We came to the home of the family Corales. It was possible la
Dona Corales would want to be baptized-her husband was
baptized six months before.
At the gate we clapped and went m. A son-in-law drew up
chairs. A patient of Don Corales also came in, his chin tucked
in, and sat on the edge of a chair without drawing it into our
circle. He was given cloves to chew.
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Dona Corales was with customers in the despensa, who came
out with their purchases wrapped in newsprint and left or took
a chair in the circle. Neighbors came-and family from the house.
Mosquitoes hovered under the chairs where our bottoms settled
between the wicker. A punk spiral was brought out and lit for them.
Don Corales prepared the terere. He took up a guampa, a
cowhorn carved hollow. A horse was carved onto the guampa-a
shadow of what Picasso painted, Rocinante, Quixote's horse. Don
Corales sifted tea leaves into the guampa. A fine green dust drifted
up. He poured water over the tea leaves and strained it through
the bombilla to his lips, his cheeks pulling back from the first taste
of metal. He gave it to Jorgy. This was a quiet honor. Jorgy drew
on the bombilla and passed to his left.
Their voices were strange to me-I had not been long in their
country. I listened, then thought of running in the high dust above
my family home and pulled at the shirt on my chest-I had never
felt this sort of wet clinging that comes before the tropical storm.
I slept, feeling their voices. When the guampa came around again,
I drank a pleasing bitter taste of another world.
Don Corales set the guampa aside. The spiders had begun. There
was a colony in the air between the trees, preparing for night. These
spiders are not sinister, they are not solitary. They live near the
river under the street lamps, moving around each other like
shadows. The air glimmered with their new spoolings, then they
were gone. The flying ants came around the light.
A customer fled the dispensa just in front of Dona Corales, who
snorted and brought the doors closed.
Don Corales looked down from the web and went to a highbacked chair. He rested his hands across the back, and the patient
wiggled onto, it.
Don Corales began to drill, pedalling with his foot as the drill
whirred then grated in the man's mouth. I smelled burned bone
and imagined grains of bone in my mouth and a barbed thing that
threads in along the nerve and twists it out.
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"Why do they flee Dona Corales," I asked the son-in-law.
"It is her eyes-she shows them their conscience:'
"She is fierce;' I said.
"She is not so bad;' he said. "They come for wine, those men.
She knows they have children who need food, usually. I have a family
myself and know these things. You watch out for her eyes:' The
son-in-law winked and slipped from his chair. She took it. A
substantial bottom would sag and bunch through the seat of such
a chair in spectacular ways.
We took our chairs inside, past Don Corales who took up a
mortar and pestle with mercury and silver. He finished and came
along. He prayed to begin our meeting. When I want to talk to
God, I remember his prayer.
We taught the plan of salvation, and I held up a chart I had
worked up with the world we came from and the world we would
go to. I held it up, andjorgy pointed then flipped through his folder
of pictures as he explained things. Dona Corales was on her
second time through the lessons.
After, we got out a filmstrip projector sent down from the United
States and aimed it at the wall. Everyone was impressed. We showed
the story of Johnny Lingo and his eight-cow wife, which had little
to do with the lesson ]orgy had taught, but we had been able to
get no other filmstrip. Everyone gathered around the projector.
Later, when the neighbors and a few of the family went off, we
started the baptism question: she smoked and couldn't get baptized
until she quit. The body is holy, a temple. Smokes are filth, not
for any temple. It is a commandment. Dona Corales knew this
without hearing it from anyone-commandments come from
inside us in the end.
We thought of her tapering off on the smokes and it did not
seem right-Dona Corales for one did not buy it. She ended with
the idea of chewing gum for a couple of weeks, and we'd see. We
were ready to stick with that. Jorgy turned to me. "Ah-have you
anything to say," he asked formally.
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I did not know what to do. Holding the cigarettes which she gave
to me out of her skirt pocket in one hand and the book in the
other, I thought.
Then I felt simplicity. I said,"You have had this before. Now you
have this other:'
This I said, but any one of us could have said it. The words were
a gift. In that moment, the words moved between us. Jorgy tried
the words to his lips, and Don and Dona Corales tried the words
to their lips, breathing but not saying them. The son-in-law
shrugged.
Dona Corales considered and said, "Tomorrow is Sunday. I wish
to be baptized then."
We had luck getting home. Then lightning broke the sky into
rain, first with a smell of charnel, a whispering ghost of Don
Corales' patient, then it rained cleanly. We took our supper on the
balcony and sat feeling the nearness of rain beyond the eaves. We
waited for the new year, watching through wind that did not reach
us inside the balcony, staring down across the city and the dark
river and across the Chaco Paraguayo, country of the storm.
I knelt against the bed. The storm pulsed against the tiles of the
roof, and I felt the slats of the bed pressing up through tick and
remembered the words I had spoken to Dona Corales. I would
be a part of this country. I knelt low and turned my face to the
dry, cold flags of the floor. They spoke of home.
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ADay in Ulster
Stephen Jaekson

It

had been Kerry O'Neill's
suggestion that I spend the day with his brother Peter on his
insurance rounds.
"It will be a good way for you to see what the pretty part of
Northern Ireland looks like;' Kerry had said, with a cynical sneer
that must have been in the O'Neill family for centuries. Kerry's
face then quickly changed into the most laughing of Irish smiles.
"But a warning, Brother Jackson, be careful in those small border
towns. If Peter says to stay in a certain part of the street, do as
he says. Even if ye look just a wee bit suspicious, it might mean
trouble."
My imagination was nervously sparked by Kerry's plan.
For the past five days I had walked into Port Stewart along a trail
chiseled into the cliff and then made my way back among the rocks
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on the beach, barely beating the encroaching tide, to the O'Neill's
house. The beach was always deserted; the cold, hard wind slapped
the Atlantic up against the rocks in a rhythmic pattern that left
only tidal pools of white foam.
The chilling, wet air suspended over Ireland's February was
accompanied by an endless procession of clouds moving inland
from across Donegal and the Inishowen Head. I had begun to feel
enclosed by the mysterious Celtic landscape of furrow and heath,
sea coast and crag. Every day the ocean wind blew me along the
sandy shore. Every day I faced the wind, bending like the grass on
the hill above the rocky inlet. I was caught up in a constant flux
of natural elements where all that surrounded me was wild and
beautiful. But I had almost seen too much beauty. All that gazing
into the vanishing point of sky and sea had brought me to the point
of aesthetic satiation. I wanted to surround myself with people and
buildings, to hear the clip-clip of the Gaelic tongue, and warm
myself in the charm of an Irish pub.
Peter O'Neill's stocky body was exhausting the car seat, and his
eyes were relaxed as the morning sun began to melt away the
slickness of the last night's storm. He fidgeted in his seat and
appeared ready to lapse into that very private art of Irish
conversation. His sudden eagerness to talk did not surprise me.
Even though we had not said much, I felt like we were friends.
Peter asked me about my home, family, and religion, and then,
almost as though I would understand, related to me his childhood
and teenage years of growing up as a Protestant in Northen Ireland.
Eventually our conversation turned to the terrible things happening
to Ireland's religious and political structure. I had read enough
in the newspapers to know about the terrorist activities of the IRA
and the constant conflicts between Catholic and Protestant,
Nationalist and Loyalist. But I had only been reading history, and
that is not the same as living it. Peter O'Neill knew his history well.
"This first place we are going is Newtonstewart. Along the way
you'll see remnants of what those IRA bastards have done to their
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own people-blown-up buildings, bombed-out and abandoned cars,
barricaded police stations. And you'll see the Queen all over the
place-British troops patrolling the towns in armored cars with
their machine guns at the ready, always wary ofIRA snipers .... "
Peter's voice trailed off as though he were realizing for the first
time the horrible image his words portrayed of his lovely Ireland.
We were slicing through a part of Ireland that was indeed lovely,
full of natural beauty-pine trees and hedges, bushes, rolling hills
subdivided into farms, fields divided by rock fences, ponds and
rivers-but I sensed something terrible amidst all the beauty. Up
ahead, the mist was fighting a losing battle against the sun, and
the border between the Republic of Ireland and Northern Ireland
invisibly separated an island people. The land all seemed the
same-the same greenness, the same fences and farm cottages, the
same fields of potatoes, the same rain-the border changed none
of this. But the border had an inherent sense of uneasiness, a
tenseness I could not define.
The border town of Newtonstewart offered me nothing more
than its own simplistic rural charm. No bombs, no soldiers, no
terrorism. Peter told me that it was a peculiar town where people
would just park their cars in the middle of the road while they
were shopping.
"Dinner time is bad because everyone comes in from the fields
and there's cars parked all over the place-a fellow can't even drive
through town;' he said with a little annoyance. "We'll get us a spot
near the pub where's we can eat a good shepherd's pie. I'll not be
long with this client here, so whilst I'm gone just stay in the car."
Dinner consisted of a huge plate of mashed potatoes with gravy
and a meat pie made up of, I discovered later, rabbit. Peter ate
his quickly, and after I recovered from my initial shock, I attacked
mine as well.
The waitress was a young redhead with a continuous smile and
thick, white legs that glowed from beneath her skirt. Her eyes
flickered quickly away every time I looked up at her. She and her
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stoical regulars were quite intrigued by the rarity of sharing their
room with a stranger-and an American nonetheless. It wasn't as
though Americans never came to Newtonstewart, Peter later
explained, they just seldom do. Their unasked questions swirled
around in the air, mixing with the smoke from their cigarettes.
I almost felt like standing up, clearing my throat, and explaining
how I happened to find myself in a quaint Ulster pub, happily
gnawing on a rabbit pie, but as the waitress brought the bill, any
chances of a speech vanished as quickly as Peter's money. I assured
the waitress that the meal had been very good-embarassed at the
hard, clanking sound of my American accent.
Back in the driver's seat, and with a full stomach, Peter expressed
more of his personal feelings about the strife between the two
countries.
"The whole thing's so stupid;' he said angrily. "Nobody gives
a damn about what Father O'Reilly says anymore. The Catholics
are out of control. The IRA is fighting a losing battle because even
though a lot of people in Northern Ireland are deeply Irish and
in favor of unification, they're not about to give up their higher
standard of living for the sake of the entire country being painted
up in orange, white, and green. They'll get all excited about
nationalism and anti-repression and get the British soldiers out
of Ireland until it comes time to settle the bar tab-a pint of beer
costs almost double in the Republic of Ireland. Why should an
Irishman living in Northern Ireland give up his better standard
of living if it won't make him any more Irish?"
As the border city of Strabane reared up in front of us, I again
felt the sickening uneasiness of being in a place where innocent
people get killed. I understood why as Peter pointed out the British
soldiers patrolling the streets, machine guns clenched against any
possible threats.
"You'll be wise not to tell anyone what you're doing in Strabane;'
Peter said matter-of.factly. "This town is a main hide-out for IRA
terrorists and sympathizers-that's why the soldier activity is so
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high here. If anyone asks you, tell them you're an American student
just travelling. They'll not bother you if they know you're an
American:'
I promised to meet Peter back at the car in an hour and
proceeded to find my way through the cold, dirty streets of
Strabane. I tried to blend into the crowds of Irish shoppers, but
my innocence gave me away. I passed by storefront windows, each
one showing its own silent form of sadness: a taped window trying
to heal the wound of a hurled-in-anger rock. As I gazed at the
display of rugby shoes in the window of a small sporting goods
store, I was startled by two British soldiers who came reeling around
the corner. Their faces were taut and grim, showing no emotion.
With fingers itching on the triggers of their automatic machine
guns, they walked in practiced unison, back-to-back, down the street,
their eyes scanning the tops of roofs for any movement. They did
not point their guns away from anything, anyone. They served as
a constant reminder to the rebel terrorist that this piece of Irish
soil was still part of England-God save the Queen.
I walked quietly along a muddy river, my eyes on the sidewalk
in front of me. I found the north edge of town and noticed the
light poles and curbs painted in alternating red, white, and
blue-signs of British loyalty. This was the predominantly
Protestant section of Strabane. To cross this line as a known IRA
or Catholic supporter would be an invitation for rocks, bricks,
broken glass, and ax handles-your life could easily become one
more of those lost in the Irish oxymoron of "fighting for peace:'
I retraced my steps beyond the river, and shortly found what I
had expected on the other side of town: streetlights and curbs
painted in orange, green, and white-the colors of the Irish flag.
The tenant houses stood cold, block-like; it was social suffocation
in geometric order. Here were scruffy children with snot-nosed
faces and ripped-out shoes playing football with an old, tattered
ball in the street, their cries of excitement echoing off the sheer
weight of depression in the air. These children would grow up
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hating their Protestant neighbors, fighting with them in the back
alleys, cursing them underneath their breath in the marketplace,
praying for their Catholic God to somehow deliver them from the
hands and guns of their oppressors.
Great sheets of rain began to fall as I made my way back to the
car. So much rain, so much unprejudiced water, almost a cleansing
sent from heaven to wash the colors off the curbs and the blood
off the streets.
Peter was glad to have me back in the car.
"Didn't want to have to come fish your body out of the river;'
he laughed and then lamented, "Strabane's a depressing place; it's
got the highest murder rate in Northern Ireland. Too many people
dying for nothing; it's all so stupid.''
As we made our way up the A5 to Derry, I asked Peter more
questions about his childhood. He had been raised Protestant in
Belfast but had still managed to have Catholic friends.
"Our parents taught us to be kind to everyone," Peter said. "We
never really understood all the violence." He told me about coming
home from school once and hearing that the father of one of his
friends had been killed in an IRA attack near a local market.
"This man was an innocent bystander; he had no sympathies
either way for Catholic or Protestant. He was simply Irish.
That's the problem ,with the whole thing, innocent people get
killed. It's not safe to go for a drive in the country anymore
for fear of a bomb going off or a sniper shooting you:• Peter
seemed to want to talk more, as though maybe he had the
solution to the whole problem, but he sensed my uneasiness upon
our entering Derry, and he once again offered me some helpful
advice.
"The real name of Derry is Londonderry, but if you call
it that in a Catholic part of town, you might get a rock in your
face, so you're better off just calling it Derry-the Prods won't care,
especially if they know you're an American. Better, don't talk at
all; just keep moving and you'll be okay."
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Peter parked his car next to a magnificent guildhall and went
off to meet his last clients of the day. I walked up the merry High
Street, past food markets with imported lemons shrivelling up in
the cold, afternoon air, past newsagents with headlines about a recent sniper attack, past clothing stores boasting Irish linen and
Donegal tweed. From the center of town I could see the graffitimarred Walls of Derry. The Walls told the story of Northern
Ireland's conflict in graphic color: the sentiments of a people torn
between loyalty to their country, to their island, to their heritageand loyalty to the power of the pound, to the security of economics.
The caricatures on the wall portrayed a war between Pope and
Queen, rebel and soldier, harp and crown, and oppressed and
oppressor. The protests of painted brick and stone served as a silent
claim to victory.
But it seemed to me there was no victor in all of this, as I sat
on a bench and watched Catholic school children with red hair
and innocent, green eyes walk home from school along the same
street patrolled by British soldiers in armored tanks. Nobody
benefiting, nobody really happy with any of it.
I wondered about the youth in Derry and their chances for
survival in life. Would they ever experience the luxury of choice?
Derry seemed to offer little promising employment. The few
available jobs seemed only to reflect an economy reciprocating
poverty. Getting an education would mean leaving Derry, and
leaving Derry would mean partially severing family ties. To stay
in Derry and pretend to believe in the "fight for peace" without
ever believing the end would justify the means seemed the most
depressing prospect of all. The younger Irish generation has
inherited a self-perpetuating war they know nothing about. To them
it's not even as clear-cut as Catholic against Protestant, or British
against Irish, but terrorism in defense of oppression, or
provinciality in defense of repression, both of which reek of selfserving desires and benefit very little the people whose "causes"
they supposedly represent.
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I thought about the older generation. What were their concerns?
All afternoon tight-fisted Irish women had bit their lips against
the wind and marched past me with their grocery carts pulled
behind them in a humorous yet serious demeanor. What did they
think about members of their families being involved, voluntarily
or not, in the kill-or-be-killed mentality of the Irish lifestyle? And
what about the men slowly ticking their life's moments away in some
factory, or patiently sowing and reaping the farms that have been
in their families for centuries, scratching their unshaven faces at
the corner pub, waiting for the next pint to dull their senses. What
justification did anyone have for being involved?
With no shadows and one more rainstorm looming on the
horizon of Londonderry, I sat waiting for Peter, absorbed in all
my pathos, frustrated that there was no human answer here. I
wanted to be concerned, to care, to somehow make things fair, but
there was no fairness here either. I realized, as I mulled over the
events of my day, that it wasn't really my problem. I had been an
innocent onlooker, catching just a fleeting glimpse of what these
people saw every day of their lives. What I perceived as their
struggles might be to them the everyday occurrences that give their
life a meaningful continuity; my perception of their beauties, their
endearing qualities, might be things they themselves take for
granted.
As Peter drove me away from Derry, past Lough Foyle, past the
bombed-out barracks of Limavady, and beyond all the tenseness
of the southern border of Northern Ireland, he questioned me
carefully, tactfully, on what I had seen and felt during the day. Like
any Irishman, Peter is fiercely proud of his heritage and of his sense
of place in that heritage, and in that same manner of fierceness,
ashamed at the inability of his fellow Irish brothers and sisters to
forge any peace on the anvil of their lives. We compared American
and Anglo and Irish, Mormon and Protestant and Catholic. In the
course of our conversation, we agreed on much, disagreed on little,
and argued not at all.
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As I looked out the window at all of those Irish lives passing
by, my only comfort in the midst of all the conflict was in knowing
that I would soon be back in Kerry O'Neill's living room with a
warm fire burning and his family asking me questions.
The next day I would wander the cliffs near Dunluce Castle, listen
to the waves pound the foam up against the black rocks, and hear
the terns and gulls cry as they pitch and wheel in the never-ending
wind that blows along the northern coast of Ireland. I would be
content to meditate on the natural beauty of the Emerald Isle and
would welcome readily the enduring green landscape that seems
to soften the harshness of the society it surrounds.
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